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THE ALAKING 
OF A BIG LEAGUER 

CHAPTEB I 

THB IHIBtJDEB 

JOHNNY McELBOY saw him firat. Few 
things got past the wide-awake manager of 
the Maroons, that remarkable aggregation 
of minors which had schooled so many stars for 
the big leagues. Johnny happened to be direct- 
ing the regnlar morning batting practice, bnt that 
did not blind him to the presence of an alien in 
the sacred confines of the ball park. Having 
spotted the stranger before the fellow had ad- 
vanced a dozen feet from the private entrance, a 
frown corrugated McElroy's heavy brows. 

"And that boob at the gate has orders to keep 
everybody ont," he growled under his breath. 
"I'll have something to say to him — Oh, punk 
— ^pnnkt" This to a recent recruit who had thrice 
missed the pitcher's fast ball "What yon been 
using in the bnsh, anyhow — a board f Stand np 
to the pan and baste the pill on the nose." 
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12 THE MAKING OF A BIG LEAGUES 

His glance flashed back to the object of his curi- 
osity, now approaching slowly over the turf. As 
Johnny took in the slim, stoop-shouldered, smartly 
dressed figure, the sallow, serious face, his eyes 
began to twinkle and his lips twitdied. 

"Another raw one," he nanttered, with a tondi 
of amused .anticipation. 

Like all public characters, baseball managers 
are frequently beset by cranks whose desires vary 
from a yearning to rearrange the batting order of 
a team according to some secret system sure to 
secnre a pennant, to the milder aspiration of shak- 
ing hands with greatness. The latter class, by 
the way, can nsnally be connted on later to elec- 
trify the loungers at the comer grooery with a 
casual, "As Connie Mack sMd to me — " 

Most managers are disposed to look for cover 
when they see a stranger approaching, but not 
Johnny McElroy. No visitor ever disturbed hia 
habitual poise. He made no effort to dodge the 
freaks who daily crossed his path, for in them he 
f onnd much diversion. Practice had made him an 
adept at stringing them alomg, and stories of the 
jokes he played on some of the more persistent 
have been told from coast to coast There were, 
to be sure, ^trioua wise critics who periodically 
complained that if McElroy brought to his man- 
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THE INTBITDEB 13 

agement of the Maroons all the iiigeniiit7 andT fer- 
tile inTention he displayed in chaffing irrespon- 
sible fans, he could gradoate from the minors at 
an early date. Johnny had certainly bnilt np a 
team whidi was second to none ontside the big 
leagues, and tirere conld be no possible donbt that 
his keen sense of the ridiculous added many pages 
of hnmor to the history of the great national game. 

"Say, Mac," suddenly called a voice from the 
group of players waiting their turn to bat, "lamp 
Willie off the pickle boat, will you t ' ' 

McElroy's only reply was a scowl followed 
swiftly by some vitriolic comments on Bush 
Hanby^s failure at bat His face was serious now. 
At^arently he was absorbed in putting the Ma- 
roons through their paces. When the newcomer 
paused before him he even gave a alight start as 
of one snrprised. 

' ' Can you tell me where I can find Mr. Mc!SIroy, 
the managerl" inquired the stranger in precise, 
but entirely self-possessed, tones. 

Johnny's sharp blue eyes swept over the thin, 
undersized figure, and rested for an instant on 
the fellow 's pale face. Then he smiled pleasantiy. 
"I sure can," he returned heartily. "You've 
rung the bell first shot. What can I do for youT" 

The man's eyebrows arched. "Oh, really T'* 
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14 THE MAKING OF A BIG LEAGUES 

said be, pntting ont hia hand. "I'm very glad to 
meet yon, Mr. McElroy." He conld not have been 
more than twenty, bnt he carried himself with the 
dignity of one who had passed the half-centnry 
mark. "I came to see if there was a chance to 
get on yonr team." 

The manager's eyelids fluttered. For a second 
even he was staggered. Bnt quickly he recovered 
himself and gripped the ontstretched hand with a 
force which made its owner wince. " So yon want 
to join the Maroons, do youf" he inquired. 
"Where have you been playingT' 

' ' Only at college — ^two years ago, ' ' explained the 
bewildering person, without the slightest trace of 
hesitation or apology, "bnt I'm quite certain I can 
make good, Mr. McEIroy. Yon see, I know the 
game pretty well. It might take me a week or so 
to get into shape, bat during that time I should, 
of course, expect no salary." 

McElroy did not start this time. Already he 
had sized up this strange applicant to his own sat- 
isfaction. It was plainly an attempt to put up an 
elaborate practical joke on him, and Johnny 
chuckled inwardly. 

"You're some kidder, kid," he said to himself, 
"but you've snagged up against the wrong prop- 
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THE INTBUDEE 15 

osition this time. Kidder happens to be my mid- 
dle name." 

No trace of this appeared in Ms manner. With 
an air of serionB attention he listened to the 
stranger's explanation, nodding gravely. "I get 
yon, ' ' he said quietly. ' * By the way, what did you 
say your name was I" 

"Gifford Stone." 

"Stone, ehT That's a good handle in this pro- 
fession, all right" Johnny's mind was working 
as he talked ; the situation was entirely too fraught 
with possibilities to be wasted. "Old Bliss Stone 
of the Pirates was the greatest infielder of his day. 
Honus Wagner never had much on him. He was 
before your time, of course, but when I was a 
kid every fan was nutty over him. Some ball 
player, believe me I " i 

Having by tiiis reminiscent diversion gained the 
time needed to work out a plan, the manager con- 
tinued almost without a pause : 

"Well, of course, I can't say offhand without 
seeing you work. If you care about going out now 
with the bo^ and pving me a line on yonr form, 
I '11 be able to tell better whether you 11 do or not. ' * 

He quite expected a diplomatic refusal. Even 
the most inveterate practical joker would scarcely 
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16 THE MAKING OF A BIG LEAGUER 

risk haTiDg the tables tnraed ^yy makiiig a fool of 
himself on the diamond. Bat this sorprising in- 
dividual made no effort to excnse himself. He 
hesitated an instant, his glance shifting to the 
players gathered near the plate, then back to Mo- 
Elroy. 

"I'm not in very good condition," he said, with 
a toQch of apology in hia voioe, "bnt I'll do the 
best I can. Shall I pnt on my snitT It's back 
therein my bag." 

"Not necessary," answered the manager 
promptly. "Just slide ont of yonr coat, and vest, 
and collar, and go ont there at short. 

''BashI" he called out, frowning a little at the 
furtively watchfnl group of players, "toss over a 
glove. Mr. Stone is going to practice with ns a 
bit. Now hit it up, boys. We've lost enough time 
already." 

As the glove came whirling accurately into the 
manager's hands, one of the men chuckled, and two 
others promptly turned their backs. The rest 
maintained a fairly stolid demeanor, however, 
tbou^ here and there eyes twinkled and lips 
twitdied. An intimate knowledge of Johnny Mc- 
EIroy's habits prepared them for what was com- 
ing, and they made ready to help the good work 
along. 
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With leisurely self-poBBession Qifford Stone re- 
moved bis coat and laid it on the bench. The vest 
followed, then the collar and scarf, disdoaing a 
silk shirt of fine textoro with a monogram embroid- 
ered on the left sleeve. 

"Dressed to kill," thought Johnny, watching 
him interestedly "hot, we won't more than half 
kill him. The gink that slips one over on me's 
got to do it when I'm asleep — and I'm bothered 
with insomnia." 

Still confident that it was a poor attempt at a 
practical joke, McElroy wondered what the fel- 
low's object conld be. A dozen explanations 
flashed into his mind, but were rejected as onsat- 
isfactory. "He might be a vandeville actor try- 
ing to work me for press-agent stuff," he thought 
at last; "but he's sure taking some trouble for 
mighty slim returns. Ill have his angora roped 
and yarded in short order." 

;Under his direction the men took their places 
on the diamond— eight Maroons and the enigma- 
tic stranger, the last at short Tbey were to play 
out a regulation iuning or two against a picked-up 
team, on whi(di Johnny had been at pains to in- 
clude three of his cleverest hitters. To these, as 
well as to the pitcher, he gave instmctionB in an 
undertone. Then be moved over to the coaching 
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18 THE MAKING OF A BIG LEAGUEE 

line at third, determined to lose no detail of this 
diverting side show. 

The first batter was stepping to the plate, and 
Johnny's face had relaxed in lines of pleased an- 
ticipation, when a sadden disagreeable suspicion 
smote him. What if the feUow conld play ballT 
There was not the slightest hint of ability in bis 
manner or appearance, hnt that might easily be 
part of a very clever disgoise. He was thin and 
sallow, and his pose ont on the diamond was dis- 
tinctly awkward, but the sallowness might he 
leas than skin deep, and awkwardness is easily 
feigned. Suppose some one who bad suffered 
from Johnny McEIroy's abnormal sense of hnmor 
was taking this means of turning the laugh 1 It 
wasn't much of a trick to get hold of a clever 
player whose face was unknown to Johnny and 
make him up to fit the part. 

The possibility wiped every trace of amusement 
from McEIroy's face, as a wet sponge obliterates 
chalk marks. "What if it was Clawson, of the 
Tigers, who had put up the jobT The tale would 
spread from end to end of the league. Fervently 
McElroy wished he had "bawled out" the fellow 
at the very start, instead of kidding him along. 
But it was too late now. Moose Conroy was al- 
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ready beginning Ms elaborate wind-up. The man- 
ager's shoulders moved uneasily, and a wrinkle 
pnckered his forehead as he waited. 
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CHAPTER n 

JOHNNY MOBLBOT, JOKEB 

DESPITE those skeptics who claim that 
snch a thing cannot he done bj any bat^ 
ter, "Bed" Fergnaon, the Maroons' left 
fielder, was credited by a large and enthnsiastic 
following with an ability at placing his hits. Mo- 
Elroy habitually frowned on snch fulsome praise 
as likely to prodnce a swelled head and unpleasant ' 
altercations on the subject of a raise in salary 
when the new contracts were sent out ; but in the 
light of what followed he admitted — to himself-^ 
that for once Bed's aim was as accurate as that 
of a rifle marksman. 

Swinging to meet Conroy's first ball, Ferguson 
sent the sphere humming straight toward short 
It was low and swift, and the amateur shortstop 
could not have avoided it without stepping deliber- 
ately aside. McElroy saw him fling up both 
hands, heard a stinging smack, and, with a grim 
returning smile, beheld the diverting spectacle of 
the elusive horsehide bounding over the tnrf, 
clumsily pursued by that incongruoas figure in 

20 
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JOHNNY McELEOY, JOKEE 21 

razor-edged tronsers and silk shirt Long before 
the ball was finally overtaken the runner was grin- 
ning deriBively on first, while furtive smiles 
wreatiied the faces of the other infielders. 

Johnny drew a long breath; hia face cleared. 
It began to look as if his uneasiness was unwar- 
ranted. The stranger mi^t be faking in order 
to make his final triumph the more surprising, but 
the manager donbted it In his varied career Mc- 
Elroy had come in contact with every sort of hall 
player, and be had a strong suspicion that this one 
was keeping nothing up bis sleeve. This suspicion 
deepened to certainty. The second man up, fed a 
pitched ball that was easy to place, slammed a 
hot grounder across the diamond, which Stone 
fumbled, then threw wide, pulling Gie baseman off 
his sack. 

MeElroy dinckled. "Theory and practice are 
some different," he muttered to himself. 

By what seemed a miracle of ohance this extra- 
ordinary ball player stopped the next hit and man- 
aged to hold the ball. 

"Here — ^pnt it here!" came in a sudden bark- 
ing chorus from three comers of the diamond. 

Evidently confused by the shrill calls from dif- 
ferent directions, Stone hesitated. When he 
finally threw the ball to third, the bases were full. 
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22 THE MAKING OF A BIG LEAGUES 

By this time the last tinge of donbt had vanished 
from McEIroy's mind, and he was thoronghly en- 
joying himself. 

"And yon thought yon coold put it over Johnny 
Mack," he growled grimly. "Ton 11 have to try 
again, son — several times." 

Because of the nneaeiness this "fresh gny" had 
made him feel, the manager found a decided satis- 
faction in his humiliation; for humiliation it was. 
Every man who came np — and they followed one 
another without a second's delay — did his best to 
slam the ball straight at that stumbling, waver- 
ing, awkward figure at short If by chance he got 
it, the in£elders set up a disconcerting roar cal- 
culated to confuse even a seasoned veteran. They 
kept him running, catching, throwing without let- 
up. In five minutes he was gasping for breath 
and streaming perspiration from every pore, lii 
ten he had broken every law of the baseball code, 
save one : he bad not quit. Despite his dazed con- 
fusion and stumbling uncertainty, he made no ef- 
fort to dodge the balls that came humming, whis- 
tling, streaking, or hopping in his direction with 
every crack of the bat He mij^t miss them, and 
did four times out of five, but it was tiirough no 
lack of trying. And as Johnny McElroy watched 
the painful efforts of this incomprehensible youth 
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his amnsed grin wore tbin, then Tanished. The 
element of hnmor seemed snddenly to have de- 
parted from the exhibition. 

"By George I" he muttered. "He's a game 
little rooster, anyhow. I reckon he's had his les- 
son. All right!" he shouted; "that'll do." 

With visible reluctance the Maroons ceased their 
horseplay and jo^ed in from the field. 

"What did you stop so soon for, Mac?" said 
Conroy, pausing for an instant beside the man- 
ager. "We've got that tailor's dummy with his 
tongue hanging out a foot. He'd stepped on it 
and tripped himself up in two minutes more." 

"Think I want to fool away the whole mom- 
ingT" retorted McElroy with some tartness. "Go 
ahead with that hatting, now. And look here. 
Bush," he called to the raw recruit, "I'm wonder- 
ing if you could hit a bushel basket if any one 
pitched it over the center of the pan. You've got 
to show me." 

When he glanced back again, Stone was walking 
slowly toward him across the diamond, looking 
utterly done up. His shoulders sagged, his 
breath came and went* xmevenly, the silk shirt 
clung soggily to his slim body, making it seem 
thinner and more undeveloped than ever. Then, 
seeing Mc£]lroy's eyes fixed on him, he straight- 
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ened with an effort, and busied himself mopping 
his face in an obvious attempt to conceal his ex- 
haustion from the older man, which made the lat- 
ter oddly uncomfortable. And jnst because he 
was nncomf ortable without exactly knowing why, 
tbe manager's manner became gruff almost to 
harshness. 

* ' Well, it didn 't work, did it t ' * he said 
brusquely, with a squaring of his rather prominent 
jaw. 

The young man crumpled the handkerchief in 
one hand and stared. ' ' Work 1 " he repeated, with 
a rising inflection. "Oh, yon mean that I didn't 
show up very well." 

"Can that I ' ' ordered McElroy succinctly. 
"Tou know what I'm talking about. You didn't 
put one over on me, as you expected." His man- 
ner thawed suddenly. After all, he could afford 
to be generoud. "What's the idea, anyhow f 
Where was the joke in itt" 

A touch of color came into Stone's face, and he 
drew himself up stiffly. "Joke!" he echoed. 
"There wasn't any joke, except that I was fool 
enough to think I could field without having 
touched a baseball in two years." 

For a moment the manager gazed in silent in- 
credulity at this surprising individual. It was 
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next to impossible to believe the fellow actaally 
in earnest in his expectation of making good with 
an organization like the Maroons, yet the longer 
McElro7 stared, the less he doubted. At first 
sight the man's face had seemed inaignificant, 
but it was not so in reality. The features were 
delicate, to be snre, btrt clean cut ; and jast now 
there was a tense, do^ed expression abont the 
month and chin which bespoke anything bnt weak- 
ness. The eyes were level and straightforward, 
with no hint of deception in their serions depths. 

"Yon really meant — " began McElroy dazedly. 

"I did," was the crisp response. "I still do. 
I*m going to play professional baseball. That 
wasn't a fair test jnst now. If I'd been in prac- 
tice and condition I'd never have made such an 
exHbition of myself.'* 

The manager qnickly recovered his self-posses- 
sion. He bad made one mistake in sizing np this 
rare bird, bnt there wasn't a chance of his going 
wrong again. The fellow was hipped, of course. 
Nevertheless, Johnny oooldn't help feeling an odd 
interest in him as impossible to explain as it was 
to understand. 

"Well," he drawled, his eyes twinkling with tol- 
erant good hnmor, "let me tell yon something, son. 
Condition's a mighty fine thing. No athlete can 
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get on without a body toned up to G. But to hand 
out the brand of baseball that goes in this leagae, 
you'll need a whole lot more than mnscle and wind. 
I don't know what your idea is, but if yoti^re dead 
set on the profession the only thing for you is to 
start in the bushes, the way most every raw one 
has to. There ain't no short and easy road to suc- 
cess in baseball, and you've got a few things to 
learn. Yon don't sawyt Well, just for fun I'll 
show you something." 

A sharp command sent the men loping out upon 
the field again, Slats Ramsey, wiry, sandy-haired, 
and self-possessed, taking his regular position at 
short. Another order started the batters work- 
ing, and, as before, each man, with careful deliber- 
ation and aided by the pitcher, did his best to 
smash the ball oat between second and third. The 
conditions which had governed the fardoal test of 
Oififord Stone were practically duplicated, but the 
result was as different as day from night There 
was no fumbling, no wild throwing, no errors in 
judgment. With a snap and swiftness which 
showed mind and body perfectly attuned, Ramsey 
scooped grounders from his shoes, made amazing 
one-hand stops, plncked the ball from the air above 
his head. Without losing a fraction of a second, 
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he lined it accurately to the proper base in a man- 
ner that seemed the perfection of gracefnl ease. 

Not a detail of this performance escaped the 
man at McEIroy's elbow. He made no coomient, 
however, and bis face was absolutely expression- 
less. The exhibition seemed not to produce tbe 
slightest impression on him, and Johnny began to 
get irritated at what seemed the densest sort of 
stupidity, 

"Wellt" he said sharply, when it became evi- 
dent that no remarks were forthcoming from 
Stone. "Come to life I Slip us a comment if 
you've got one to spare." 

The other man shrugged bia shouldera lightly. 
"Very nice," he said, almost indifferently. "Can 
he hit?" 

Tbe momentary interest KcElroy had felt in 
this incomprehensible individual vanished before 
a rush of indignation. After going out of his way 
to give the feUow an object lesson, the utter in- 
difference with which it had been received was ex- 
tremely aggravating. "Hit!" snapped tbe man- 
ager tartly. "So that's your long suit, is itf I 
was wondering just where you shone at the game. ' ' 
His voice was crisp with sarcasm. "Suppose you 
step up there and give us a lesson in the art" 
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A tonoh of color came into the thin face, but 
withont hesitation Stone moved over to the pil« 
of bats, carefully selected s stick, aad walked to 
ths plate. 
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CHAPTER in 

A SUDDEN ripple of pleased anticipation 
passed over the Maroons, and the in- 
fielders stiffened to attention as they 
perceived the nnexpected opportunity of fnrther 
diverting themselves irith the serions-minded 
greenhorn. At short, Slats Bamsey snickered 
andibly, and Moose Conroy, sappressing a grin, 
tnmed to glare reprovingly at him before begin- 
ning an elaborate wind-np calculated to strike awe 
to the heart of the unsophisticated. Moose's con- 
trol was proverbial, and his teammates were not 
surprised to see the ball shoot from his fingers 
with tremendous velocity, taking a course, appar- 
ently, which would land it squarely against the 
foolifih batter's ribs. Into several minds flashed 
joyful pictures of Stone leaping awkwardly back 
to escape the dangerous missile, even falling in his 
haste. Those mental visions vanished in a twin- 
kling. 

He stei^d back, it is true, but veiy little. At 
the same instant the bat came snapping round and 
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met the curving horsehide with a dean waok that 
sent it humming far into the outfield. 

The amazement mirrored on the faces of ball 
players and manager waB amnsing. iBvt while 
two outfielders pnrsned the boanding sphere, the 
rest of the team gave themselves over to accelerat- 
ing the progress of Stone along the paths. To the 
accompaniment of a shrill, enconra^ng ohoms, he 
ronnded first and tore down the base line. Cross- 
ing second, he was urged forward by wildly wav- 
ing arms and piercing admonitions. He was at 
least thirty feet from third when a warning yell 
arose from the grinning coachers : 

"SUdel" 

"Slidel slidel" was echoed in a roar from all 
parts of the diamond. 

Withoat hesitation the man obeyed. Flin^ng 
himself clmusily forward on his stomach, he van- 
ished in a dond of dust. 

As the ball landed in Tex Kreeger's waiting 
mitt, a hand came into view at least three feet from 
the sack, the fingers wriggling frantically, bnt 
qaite hopelessly in a straining effort to touch the 
bag. Then a pnff of wind swept away the dnst, 
revealing to the delighted onlookers the aspiring 
amatenr — a slim length of brownish gn:'ay — ^wal- 
lowing quite stationary, every onnce of momentum 
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naed t^, congbing and sneezing in the choking 
reek he had raised. 

Amidst much laoghter Kreeger stepped for- 
ward with mock gravity and touched the man with 
the ball before helping bim to bis feet There was 
small likeness in this begrimed and tattered 
figure to the resplendent vision that had burst 
upon the Maroons a scant half honr before. The 
silk shirt bad tamed a dingy drab, and was badly 
torn in several places. The immaculate trousers 
bad likewise proved unequal to the strain. 

The laughter of the players deepened to a roar 
as Stone moved slowly away from the sack, me- 
chanically beating the dust from bis clothing. His 
face had turned a dull red, but his expression was 
grim, without the trace of a mitigating sense of 
bumor. 

"Try again," invited McElroy, suppressing 
with difGcuIty the mirth that stirred him. "You 
might try the fall-away slide for a change. Throw 
yourself away from the base, yon know, and hook 
the hassock with your pet com. Show us some 
real class." 

Without a word, with that same grim, tight- 
lipped expression, Stone stepped to the plate 
again. Broad grins were visible on every face. 
Inwardly convulsed at the thought of the spectacle 
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that would greet them if Uiis fellow essayed the 
fall-away slide, Conroy managed to control him- 
self and stepped into the hox. 

"I won't nse a curve," he thought, as he bal- 
anced on one pin. "If he don't hit at all there 
won't he any fan. I'll try a few in Gie groove, 
and mebbe he'll manage to connect with one of 
'em." 

He conld not resist a yearning to dazzle the man 
who, as he believed, had hit the first one by sheer 
luck, and the ball smoked as it left his &igers, 
aimed to cut the heart of the pan. With that same 
quiet predsion and seeming lack of effort, Stone 
brought his hat round at exactly the right moment 
to meet the whistling sphere fair and square with 
a fri^tful smash that was heard to the farthest 
limits of the field. 

" Murder 1" gasped McElroy, his jaw sag^ng. 
"What a wallopi" 

Straight out between left and center soared the 
ball, the pursuing fielders tearing up the turf in a 
desperate effort to get under it. The attempt was 
quite futile, as the manager realized at once. His 
eyes mechanically foUowed the flying speck of 
white. Presently it began to drop, disappearing 
for a moment as it crossed in front of a big white 
' ' s^ sign " on a building outside the grounds, then 
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flasliiDg into view again against a darker ba<^- 
ground. At last it vanished. 

His face twisted oddly, Johnny turned to ob- 
serve the mnner jogging cahnly along between 
second and third with the irritating air of one hav- 
ing time to ham. 

The si^t annoyed the joke-loving manager in- 
expressibly. "The little nintl" he muttered un- 
der his breath. "To think of his knocking out a 
home run! Of conrse it was an accident, but — 
gee whiz!" 

His faoe was still puckered as Stone strolled 
across the plate and turned toward him. 

"I thought your pitchers had some class," the 
stranger drawled, taking no pains to lower his 
voice. "That one is easy. Give me a week or two 
to get into shape, and I can do as well my- 
self." 

Johnny gasped at the nnexpectedness of it, then 
bis face hardened. Out on the mound Moose Con- 
roy nearly blew up at this gratuitous insult. 

"You're the real Lajoie, you arel" sneered Mo- 
Elroy. "Did you think for a minute he was try- 
ing to keep yoQ from hitting! He did his best to 
let you — " 

"Hi, there, HacI" interrupted the frothing 
pitdier, unable longer to contain himself. "Send 
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that freak to the plate again and let's see if he 
can get a hit off me. ' ' 

Without waiting for the manager's permission, 
Stone picked np a bat and took bis place at the 
rabber for the third time, his bored air bringing 
Conroy's teeth together with a click. 

The humor of the sitaation had qaite oozed away 
as far as Moose was concerned. "I'd like to bean 
yon, yon rube I " he muttered under his breath, pre- 
paring to bend over an elusive curve. "And I'd 
do it if I wasn 't afraid of killing you. ' ' 

Then he pnt all he had on the ball. Stone 
fouled it He fouled the next one, too, in spite 
of Conroy's effort to keep him from touching it. 

The pitcher's anger increased; likewise his de- 
termination to fan this fresh newcomer who didn't 
seem to have enough sense to distinguish between 
good pitching and bad. Taking plenty of time, 
he tried a puzzling ootdrop which had more than 
once proved the undoing of seasoned batters. 
Still Stone hit it, and away it sailed back of third 
base, foul by a foot. 

Some of the fielders were still chuckling over 
the amusing figare cut by the streaked, grimy, tat- 
tered man at the plate; but about this time sev- 
eral of them began to count. Three, four, five, 
came the fouls with the monotonous regularity of 
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maehineiy. Six^sevenl Stone conld not seem to 
hit them fairly, but at least he effectnally spoiled 
the good ones. Eight, nine — was he never going 
to missi 

Dominated by cold, determined fnry, Conroy 
pitched his prettiest, trying every trick in his 
repertoire. Ten I The grins had vanished from 
every face, and a vagoe feeling of suspense be- 
came evident Eleven! Moose caught the ball 
and lifted it, hidden by both hands, to his month. 
His head went back. It was to be the "spitter," 
which Stone had fonled onoe out of those eleven 
swings of the bat. Whizzing from Conroy 's fin- 
gers, the sphere seemed actually to curve around 
the bat that swung to meet it. There was a con- 
certed yell, triumphant and tinged a little with 
relief: 

"Yon fanned him. Moose I" 

Stone paid not the slightest heed to any of the 
rough jokes hurled in his direction. Gathering 
up his belongings from the bench, be turned to 
McElroy. "Thanks for the try-out," he said 
coolly. "I gather that I haven't shown quite 
enough class for your crowd." 

"Oh, dear, yes," chuckled the manager, "you're 
too good — that's the trouble. I coildn't afford 
to pay you the salary you're really worth, yon 
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know. As long as you're so fast and so dippy 
abont the game, you'd better apply to McOraw. 
He needs yon for the Qiants." 

For the first time the stranger's oomposnre 
seemed momentarily to leave him. He shot Mc- 
Elroy an ahnost savage look. "Dippy abont 
HI" he flnng back. "What gave yon that ideal 
I'm not, and never was. I hate the game !" 

Stnnned, speechless, Johnny McElroy stared in 
chagrined amaz^nent at the disreputable figare 
moving toward the clubhonse, apparentiy oblivi- 
ons to the jocnlar comments hnrled after it by the 
Maroons. 

"Crazy as a cootl" snapped the disgusted man- 
ager, " and I, like a fool, let him string mel*' 



iiizedbv Google 



CHAPTEE IV 

WITHOUT SBSOITBOEB 

WTH great deliberation Qi£ford Stone 
crossed the field and entered the dub- 
hoose. Paying not the least attention 
to Toots, the negro robber and general handy man, 
who hovered abont, torn between curiosity and a 
Tast natnral dignity, he carried his suit case into 
the dressing room and deposited it on the bench. 
Stripping qnickly, he stepped under a shower. 
Ten minntes later, dressed carefully in fresh linen 
and the extra suit he had brought, he departed by 
the private entrance. 

Oat at the car tracks he paused and set down the 
snit case. For the first time his lips relaxed in a 
grim smile. He had caught a glimpse of himself 
in a mirror in the dubhonse, and it was not diffi- 
cult to understand the raucous mirth of the Ma- 
roons. Bnt soon his smile gave place to a thought- 
ful frown which had in it a touch of indecision. 
He had not the least intention of giving up ; it was 
simply the immediate question of what step to 
tfike next that troubled him. His ignorance of 
professional baseball had betrayed him into onder- 
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estimatiiig the oapabilitiea of the minors. He had 
vagoely anpposed them to be about on a par with 
the average college team — perhaps even below iL 
He had thought that it might take him a conple of 
weeks to condition himself and get back into the 
swing of the game, bat there had not been a doubt 
in his mind of swiftly equaling, if not SDrpassing, 
the average minor leaguer. 

The clean-cat performance of the regular Ma- 
roon shortstop had opened bis eyes with rnde 
abruptness. Whatever McElroy might think. 
Stone was no fool; and, though he had purposely 
refrained from admitting it to the manager, the 
aspiring ball player realized how far his own ama^ 
teurish performance had fallen below the standard 
of the Atlantic Coast League. 

As he stood thinking of this, there came that 
carious hardening of the jaw and chin, bringing 
again to the rather delicate face the inoongraous 
expression of dogged determination which had 
caosed Johnny McElroy to wonder. Some day — 
not in the dim, distant future, but relatively dose 
at hand — he would not only equal that standard, 
bat surpass it. There was no question of it In bis 
mind. With full faith in his ability to sncoeed 
provided he brought to the effort sufficient deter- 
mination and brain power, he calmly stated this to 
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hunself as an assured fact He had started wrong, 
that was all — started hastily, without due thought 
and planning, knowing almost nothing of actual 
coiiditions. To reach the goal he had set for him- 
self he must be^ again on a lower level and work 
his way up. 

Fortunately he would have to spend little time 
on the batting proposition. His estraordinary 
ability to hit almost any kind of a ball without 
effort had caused his classmates to badger him 
into trying, much against Ms will, for the fresh- 
man nine two years before. It was this gift, too — 
though he had never regarded it as a gift — whidi 
bad kept him on the nine and led him to waste an 
endless unount of time at something he detested 
as drudgery. Not having to consider the batting 
feature of a baseball education, he would have 
much more time to devote to perfecting his fielding. 

The motorman of an approaching trolley, see- 
ing the man standing motionless beside the track, 
brought his car to a stop and Stone stepped 
aboard. He had decided that the railroad station 
would be as good a starting point as any. 

McElroy 's advice about beginning on a bush team 
had doubtless been sincere, but Stone had always 
thought of the average bush team as made up of 
Immature boys, who played mainly on the back lots 
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or at conntiy fairs. The idea of going into such. 
company, even for a short time, was not allaring; 
yet at the moment there seemed no alternative. 

To locate a bnsh team in a strange country is 
not easy, bnt now Glfford happened to be favored 
by chance. The oondnctor proved to be an ardent 
fan who had not been long enough away from the 
land of bnsh ball to lose his enthnsiasm for the 
game as played there. He stated that the Lake- 
ville Beds were the warmest little bonoh of ararap- 
pers to be foimd in the country. Johnny Mack's 
Maroons might surpass them in point of strength, 
bnt it was evident that the Beds still retained first 
place in the faie collector's estimation. 

"If you want to see a nice little old game. Jack, 
that '11 keep you yelling from the first ball pitched, ' ' 
he advised, "it would pay you to run out to 
LakeviUe. 'Twon't take long — about an hour. 
They're np against the Warren Sluggers to-day." 
He sighed. "It'll be a hot go. If I oonld get off 
I'd be there myself." 

GifFord suppressed a smile at the extravagance 
of this enlogy. He was not sarprised to learn that 
his informant had been bom and raised in Lako- 
ville. Furthermore, during the preceding summer 
he had played left field for the famous Beds. 
Nevertheless, a moment's consideration led Stone 
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to dedde that he would follow the ex-bnsher's ad- 
vice. He was confident that this partisan's esti- 
mation of the team might be discoonted fifty per 
cent or more, and therefore it was possible that in 
Lakeville he might find an opening 'to break into 
the game as a player. 

The condnctor advised taking the twelve forfy- 
sii train instead of one leaving over two hours 
later, and even went forward to urge the motor- 
man to "hit it up a bit." But there was a block, 
caused by an overladen track, and they reached the 
station with not more than half a minute to spare. 

Dashing through the depot without waiting to 
buy a ticket, Clifford found the train shed thronged 
with a motley crowd of excursionists. Faying no 
heed to the angry comments brought forth by his 
rush through the mob, he shoved forward, bis eyes 
fixed on the sign which was even then being re- 
moved. Almost at the gate he was brought to a 
momentary stop by a group of young fellows wear- 
ing garish caps of a uniform check, and carrying 
slender canes with banners attached. He man- 
aged to tear himself loose, however, ignoring the 
insulting language hurled after him. Sprinting 
down the platform, he swung aboard the last car 
of the moving train. 

**Whewr' he breathed, dropping into a seat and 

DcmizedbvGoOglc 



42 THE MAKING OF A BIG LEAOUEB 

mopping his forehead. **A littie too hot for that 
sort of thing." 

Still, he was glad he had made it By waiting 
for the later train he wonld have misBed the first 
inning, at least, and he wanted to be there at the 
very start of the game to see what sort of players 
these Beds were before approaching their man- 
ager. He was planning the interview when the 
approach of the conductor brought his mind back 
to the present and led him to thmst one hand care- 
lessly into the inside pocket of his coat. 

The next instant his heart gave a leap, driving 
the blood from his face. In another moment he 
was in action again ; the searching fingers, thmst 
deeper, enconntered nothing. With fumbling 
haste he went through the other pockets, knowing 
all the time that it was useless. His po<^etbook 
was invariably carried in that inside coat pocket 
He remembered placing it there when he changed 
his clothes in the Maroons * dressing room. It was 
gone, and with it had vanished every oent he pos- 
sessed, save a few loose coins. 

For a second he thought of the loquacious trol- 
ley conductor, but swiftly pot aside the suspicion. 
The man had had no chance. Then he remem- 
bered the motley crowd thronging the station and 
the gang of yoong roughs through which he had 
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pushed Ms way. Two of them had pressed so 
close that it became necessary to thmst them aside 
by force. Gifford had imagined it mere harmless 
horseplay; he knew better now. 

He half rose to his feet, only to sink back again, 
his face flnshing as he caught the keen eyes of the 
conductor fixed npon him. 

" Ticket, please." 

" I haven't any,'' explained Stone briefly, the 
flush deepening. 

The official drew ont ticket pad and punch. 
"Where toT" he asked jjerfimctorily. 

"I'm sorry," said Stone, quietly, "but I haven't 
any money, either." His composure was return- 
ing swiftly. "I had to run for the train through 
a crowd in the station. When I came to look for 
my wallet just now, I found it gone." 

The conductor eyed him suspiciously. "You'll 
have to get off at the next station, you know." 

"Couldn't you let me ride as far aa Lakevillel" 
urged Stone. "I'm a stranger around — " 

"No^^ir!" interrupted the official emphatically. 
"The roles say pay or get off, and I can't make 
any exceptions. Sure that wallet was stolen and 
not just mislaid?" he insinuated. 

Stone ignored this. "What is the next sta- 
tion?" he asked. 
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"Traton," was the snappy i^ply. "We're dtw 
there in five minnteB. I'd advise yon not to get 
absent-minded and forget to step off when the 
train stops. " 

An angry glint in his eyes, Gififord stared after 
the conductor, mehing vaguely that he conld give 
the man a lesson. H« was merely doing his dnty, 
of oonrse, bnt a less offensive manner wonld have 
accomplished the resnit equally well. 

Presently the signal cord was jerked in a sharp 
manner. Stone's face felL A flag station I He 
hadn't coanted on that. 

The conductor slipped back into the car as the 
train slowed down. "Wilton," he called, Ma eyes 
transfixing the luckless passenger. 

Gifford rose, outwardly cool and composed, 
strolled leisurely down the aisle, and descended 
the steps without a glance at the watching officiaL 
The sight of the small, weather-beaten station, 
with its peeling paint and dingy windows, a sLu^e 
bucolic lounger ornamenting a wooden bench on 
the platform, failed to disturb his equanimity — 
at least until the train had pulled out He was up 
against it, and he had already decided to take his 
medicine without letting any one hear him whim- 
per. 
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THIS HIBBD MAIT 

* *r I ^IMES ain't what they was, mother," re- 
I marked Elipbalet Pettigill in a dls- 
^ conraged tone. "It wasn't so far baok 
that yon conid leave word down to the store when 
yon wanted a man, an' coimt on havin* half a 
dozen to pi(i from next mornin'. Now yon can't 
scrape up even a boy, with a fine-tooth comb. 
The minute they git to be a mite of use they leave 
an* go larmpin' off to the city. It's been a hull 
week sence that Shrabb boy np an' qnit without a 
day's notice, and I ain't been able to git holt of 
nobody." 

"A week to-morrow," corrected Mrs. Pettigill, 
carrying an armful of dishes to the sink. "Q^ood 
riddance, I'd say. He was that lazy he'd take root 
if yon didn't keep after him the whole time." 

Farmer Pettigill scratched his head. "Mebbe 
so," he said, "but he was better than nothin'. 
I'm clean wore out tryin* to do the work of tiiree 
men, an' not makdn' any headway at tiiat. 
Dunno's 111 ever g^t the hay down — " 
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He paused abruptly, and peered out of the open 
doorway. There was an nnmiatakable sound of 
footsteps on the graveled path leading, around 
from the road, and Mr. Fettigill's curiosity had 
scarcely been aroused before it was gratified. 

A young man, slim and not very taU, appeared, 
suit case in hand. The studied care of his attire 
— quite foreign to Wilton and that vidnity— no 
less than the presence of the bag, broaght to 
Eliphalet'a mind unpleasant visions of book 
agents, drummers, and other members of that per- 
sistent tribe, and the farmer's beetling brows 
straightened ominously. 

"Good evening," said the stranger, politely, 
setting down the bag. "Are you Mr. PettigiHt" 

"I be," was the sharp retort, "but I ain't buyin' 
no mining stock nor art albums to-day." 

The stranger smiled. "I haven't any to sell. 
I heard down at the store that you wanted to hire 
a man." 

Mr. Pettigill's jaw sagged; amazement puckered 
the long, narrow face. 

"You ain't lookin' for work yourself, be yout" 
he asked incredulously. 

The man nodded. "I am," he answered, "and 
it's quite necessary for me to find it." 

"HumphI" grunted Mr. Pettipll. His mouth 
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closed with a snap ; suspicion lurked in every line 
of the weather-beaten conntenanoe. "Jedgin' by 
your 'pearance, either yon ain't done much huntin' 
or yonr eyesight's bad. You'd be about as much 
use on a farm as a blacksmith in a watch fact'ry." 

"Father!" came sharply through the open win- 
dow. 

Obediently Mr. Pettigill entered the kitchen at 
the call of his better half. 

"Be yon crazy T" demanded the good woman 
tartly. "Here you been after a man for a week, 
groanin' and complainin' about the work not bein' 
done, and you turn away the first one that comes. " 

"But he ain't no farm 'hand," protested Eli- 
phalet "Yon can tell that from his clothes an* 
the hull look of him. Mebbe he's one of them city 
sharks." 

"Mebbe he ain'tl" retorted Mrs. Pettigill. 
"like's not he's one of them college boys lookin' 
to make some money in vacation time. Hiram 
Peters had three of *em getting m his hay last 
summer. Yon go strait out there and talk to him 
right If he answers your questions honest, hire 
him. He couldn't be no worse than Jed Shrubb, 
and if be Aont suit, you can let him go." 

Chastened and likewise made hopeful by this 
suggestion, Mr. Pettigill returned to the waiting 
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stranger. Cross-examination proved the correct- 
nesB of the woman's guess; the young man at- 
tended college, was broke, and anxious to earn a 
little money. He confessed to a total ignorance 
of farm work, bat was ready to do his best to 
learn. His nimie was Gifford Stone. 

Gifford was hired for a dollar a day and board. 
Mrs. Pettigill gave bim some supper, then he was 
informed that the breakfast hour was five o'clock, 
and shown up to a little room under the peak of 
the roof. Before retiring, Mrs. Pettigill hunted 
up an old pair of overalls for the new hired man. 
It seemed a pity to spoil those good clothes, she 
thoQght Besides, she rather liked bis face and 
pleasant manners. 

Next morning the newcomer was down before 
the hour, and at a quarter past be sallied forth 
with Mr. Pettigill. They returned at noon, the 
hired man flushed, somewhat wilted, but uncom- 
plaining. 

"He's that ignorant you'd hardly believe it," 
confided the farmer to bis wife. "Dunno how to 
handle a pitchfork nor a hand rake even, but 
he's leamin'. Aint awful strong, neither, though 
I will say he seems willin' enongh and don't 
shirk." 

"He looks tired," commented the good woman. 
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glancing throagh the shed door to where the hired 
man was washing in a tin hasin. 

"Hell be more bo before he's less," returned 
Eliphalet grimly. 

He was. To Oifford those first few days seemed 
endless. He worked till he felt it wonld be a phys- 
ical impossibility to lift a finger, then had recourse 
to sheer nerve alone. The son bnmed him to a 
flaming scarlet ; his palms seemed one huge blister ; 
the sweet odor of new-mown hay sickened him. 
Each night he dragged himself into the farmhonse 
aching in every limb and so tired that sapper lost 
its savor and bed seemed the only desirable thing 
in the world. He was like a log from the moment - 
his head touched the pillow; then, when it seemed 
that he had slept barely a minate, would come his 
employer's stentorian bellow and that wrenching 
awakening to another day. 

But he was too stabbom to shirk, too proud to 
complain. He had agreed to do certain things — 
the number of them seemed tmending, but that was 
the fault of the job rather than Farmer Pettigill 
— and he meant to cany out the contract He 
brought to the task of being hired man in haying 
time all the stubborn, dogged persistence he gave 
to everything he undertook. Presently he had his 
reward. 
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Little by little — bo alowly at first that he 
scarcely realized it — his intense wearinesB began 
to lessen. His mnscles strengthened, his wind im- 
proved. He began to take an interest in his work, 
which grew less and less like drudgery. He 
learned to "tread a load" so that it wonld stay 
when piled high on the hayrack, and he was able 
to handle it and stow it skillfully back under the 
eaves of the bam when the horse fork tossed it up 
to bim in huge, tmnbling masses. His appetite in- 
creased, and, though he still slept soundly, bis 
sleep was not the dull unconsciousness of utter ez- 
banstion. He no longer rolled into bed the mo- 
ment supper was over, but took to sitting up with 
the farmer and his wife or strolling restlessly 
about in the long, quiet twUigbts. 

Then one night be slipped away the minute the 
evening meal was over and did not return till long 
after dark. For several nights the same thing 
happened before Mrs. Pettif^U observed that on 
his return the well-worn overalls were smeared 
with clay. Instantly her curiosity was aroused. 
The clay was thickly caked, as if tibe hired man 
had fairly wallowed in it. 

Eliphalet was promptly informed of the discov- 
ery, and on the following evening, when the new 
hand had made his unostentatious departure, the 
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farmer followed at a discreet distance. In ten 
minntes he retnmed to his better half, his jav 
sa^^g and his eyes fairly baling from their 



**The boy's loony, mother!" he gasped. 
"Crazy as a March harel" 

"Crazy!" repeated Mrs. Pettigill sharply. 
"What makes you say thatt What's he doingt" 

EUphalet shook his head dazedly. "I ain't no 
more idea than nothin'," he returned. "He's 
jest actin* foolish. Come an' see." 

Together they drded the woodshed, crossed the 
yard, and hurried past the chicken houses. At the 
corner of the big hay bam, the farmer stopped 
abruptly, peered cautiously around, and beckoned 
his wife to do likewise. 
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A NIQHT OF TBBBOB 

THE spot faced the western hills, and in the 
light of the crimson afterglow Mrs. Fetti- 
gill had no difficulty in ohserving the 
strange behavior of the hired man. When she 
first saw him he stood beside a flat, rough rock 
holding a wagon spoke tightly in both hands. His 
eyes looked with cnrions intentness strught out 
across the empty field, and the good woman had 
scarcely suppressed the shiver caused by this un- 
canny stare when he brought the spoke around 
with swishing force, as if striking with all his 
strength at some invisible object. Thea he flnng 
the spoke from him and, half taming, started run- 
ning at top speed. 

"My landl" gasped Mrs. Pettig^l in a tone of 
perplexed horror. 

"Wwt," advised Eliphalet in a gloomy under- 
tone. "Look at him try to plow a fnrrer with 
his ear." 

The words were scarcely out of his month be- 
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fore the hired miui flung himself recklessly at 
another rock, abont which the clay had been 
poTmded flat and hard. The impetus of that for- 
ward mah was bo great that Mrs. Pettigill, fnlly 
expecting to see his brains dashed ont before her 
very eyes, clapped one hand over her month to 
suppress the ory which trembled on her lips. 

Her anxiety was quite needless. How he did 
it she conid not see, bnt the next instant she be- 
held him stretdied on his side, his body beyond 
the stone, and one foot thrast ont barely touching 
it. Then, like something made of rubber, he 
leaped np, jogged back to the first rock, and picked 
up the wagon spoke. 

Clinging with trembling hands to her husband, 
Mrs. Pettigill once more intently followed each 
movement of that incomprehensible performance 
before she dragged Eliphalet away. She was not 
an imaginative woman, but there was something 
vagnely horrible about it all, particularly in that 
queer, fixed stare and the desperate beating of the 
air with the wagon apoke. It was as if he were 
vainly trying to kill some dreadful phantom of 
lus mind and, f fuling, sought to escape it in flight. 
That deliberate rolling in the dirt and the com- 
paratively calm return to the scene of his hallu- 
cination she did not attempt to e^lain. 
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Back in the kitchen the two discussed the affair 
in tense whispers. 

"Mother/* said the disturbed farmer, "we've 
been harborin' an escaped Itmaticl" 

The agitated woman wrung her hands. ' ' Mebbe 
he ain't reall7 dangeroos,'* she retnmed. **He's 
so soft spoken and polite I I can't believe he'd 
really hurt anybody." 

"Mebbe not, but if he ever shotdd land on any- 
body's ribs when he swings that wagon spoke, the 
one he hit would lay quiet till Gabriel blew his 
trumpet. I'd as soon be atruck by lightnin'." 

"What made you ever hire himi" 

Mr. Pettigill gave her a look of reproach. "If 
I ain't losin' my mem'ry," he answered, "you 
was responsible for that. I thought mebbe he was 
a book agent or a bnnko man or somethin' of the 
sort, because he was all jerried up in fine clothes, 
but you said to grab him and we could fire him 
any time we wanted to. Well, we've got him, but 
I own up I'm afraid to fire him; he might git mad 
and try to play tag with me with a wagon spoke or 
something." 

In this gloomy manner they continued to discuss 
the situation until the object of their fears re- 
turned, whistling softly and tunefully. He did 
not appear to notice their constrained manner. 
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His face was somewhat Bashed and his eyes 
bright There was a note in his voice of enthasi- 
asm or satisfaction, as if something that had hap- 
pened pleased him immensely. 

The effect, on Mr. Pettigill, at least, was far 
from soothing. He watched the young man, 
hawklike, nntil Stone finally lighted his hand lamp, 
bade them a pleasant good night, and departed to 
bed. 

"He don't act crazy now," thoughtfully com- 
mented Mrs. Pettigill, rattling the neglected snp- 
per dishes. 

"The spell's over for a while," said Eliphalct. 
"Likely he thinks he's got the beat of whatever 
he was a-swattin' at." 

The dishes washed, they sat close together for 
nearly an hour discussing what course they should 
pursue regarding the unwelcome helper. Both 
agreed that it would be best to try to get rid of 
him by some sort of subterfuge not calculated to 
arouse him to any unusual pitch of excitement; 
but no definite plan had been decided upon when, 
both being very sleepy, they concluded that a 
night's rest might bring forth an acceptable plan 
of action. 

Their bedroom was in a wing of the house, and 
as they were passing the narrow, boxed-in stairs 
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leading to the attic floor, the muffled but munia- 
takable soond of a voice from above broi^ht both 
to an instant halt It ceased ahnost at onoe, and 
in the silence that followed, Mrs. Pettigill, cling- 
ing to her hnsband, who was holding the fluing 
hand lamp above his head, whispered nervously: 

"He's left his door open. Do you s'pose he's 
bavin* another spell 1 Sonnded like he might be 
rantin' an' ravin' in his sleep. What'd he sayl" 

"I didn't jnst ketch — 

Then: "Catch it — catch it, yon dnbl" Clear 
and distinct the words came down the stairs, caus- 
ing Eliphalet to jump and dodge as if expecting 
some sort of a missile to follow them. Mrs. Petti- 
gill immediately showed signs of fainting. To- 
gether, having backed out of range at one side of 
the stairway, they stood with ears cocked toward 
the attic, listening. 

"S'pose he meant me, mother?" the shivering 
man whispered presently. "I was just sayin' 
I didn't ketch what be said before that, when 
he—" 

"Steal I Steal I" Again the voice of the hired 
man set their nerves jangling, and the lamp in 
Mr. Pettigill 's hands shook until it was remark- 
able that the chimney did not topple off. 

"He's talkin' in hie sleep, father," gasped the 
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farmer's wife. "He's dreainin' and talkin' out 
load. That's ^11611 folks give themselves away 
for jest what they really be." 

"Then he's a crim'nall Didn't yon hear him 
holler ont — " 

"Safel Bobberl Thiefl Safe, safel" 

' ' There, ' ' panted the terrified wranan at the foot 
of the stairs, "now we know what he is! He's a 
thief — a safe robber I Him so young and soft 
spokeni It's a turrible thingl" 

"Mebbe he's wnss," suggested Eliphalet dole- 
fully. "If he ain't loony, he was practicin' some 
sort of a shindig out behind the bam that no man 
would go through short of committin' actual mur- 
der,*' 

"Stop I" she admonished. "Don't you ske- 
daddle. He won't hurt nobody now. Yon ain't 
fool enough to Qaak anybody 'd ^ve themselves 
away like that if they knew what they was sayin*, 
be yont" 

Mr. Fettigill put the lamp down on a small 
table. He peered over his wife's shoulder at the 
dark stairway leading to the attio as if expecting 
to behold some fearful apparition descending 
therefrom. 

"Mother," he quavered faintly, "we're in 
desprit peril He may be talkin' in his sleep, but 
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I thought sartain he was goin' to chnck authin* at 
me once. I'm all a-shiver." 

"Do stiffen up and git a little backbone," ehe 
tetnraed. "You're my natteral protector. Tou 
can't fail me now. I'm that exasperated I duuno 
what to do with you." 

"Kill himl" eroaked the voice from above with 
terrible emphasis. "Ball the old umpire!" 

By holding fast to the man of the house Mrs. 
Fetti^ll prevented him from taking flight. 
"Stiddy," she begged, her own teeth chattering. 
"If you wake him up now we're goners. He's 
got murder in hie mind. Qit your gun, father — 
git your gun and load it Step soft 1*11 carry 
the lamp." 

Scarcely breathing, they tiptoed back to the 
kitchen, and EUphalet barriedly dug a muzzle- 
loading shotgun, vintage of the early sixties, out 
of a closet After much pawing, while his wife 
held the light, he brought forth powder horn, shot 
ponch, and a box of percussion caps. 

"I ain't fired her sence I shot that thievin' old 
fox five year ago," he said somewhat doubtfully, 
"and she nigh broke my shoulder then. It was 
lame for a solid month so I couldn't lift a knife- 
load of food to my month, and I've had the rheu- 
matiz in it ever sence by spells." 
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''"Vniat's a lame slioiUder when onr lives is in 
dangerl" reprovingly returned Mrs. PettigilL 
"Load np, father." 

Thus admonished, the farmer poured forth a 
handfnl of powder, holding the stopper of the 
horn in his teeth. The powder was turned care- 
fally into the mnzzle of the gon, and a maas of 
wadding, torn from a newspaper, was rammed 
down on top of it. Then followed a handful of 
buckshot, heaped np at the snggeation of the 
alarmed woman, and another newspaper wad was 
packed down upon it witii the iron ramrod. 

"Mercy on me, if I, have to shoot off this 
charge 1" groaned the old man between gmnts 
brought forth by his exertion in driving the ram- 
rod home. 

"Do quit that sort of talk. You've got your 
duty to do, and you can't squawk in the face of it 
Show your backbone if you've got any." 

Together they tiptoed back on the way to their 
bedroom, Mr. Pettigill gripping the gun, which 
he dreaded scarcely less than the desperado in the 
attic, his wife bearing the lamp. When the stairs 
creaked and snapped suddenly beneath his feet, 
Eliphalet "near jumped clean oat of his skin," as 
the partner of his distress afterward stated to the 
neighbors, and repassing the dark attic stairs was 
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a terrible test to the nerves of them both. Yet 
near the foot of the stairs they pansed to listeo 
once more. Bnt now the only aonnd that drifted 
down to their strained ears was that of th« 
sleeper's deep and regular breathing. 

In the shelter of their chamber they softly 
turned the key in the lock and dosed and fastened 
4he wooden shatters. Then the farmer planted a 
chair facing the door and sat himself down on it 
with the ancient gun resting across his knees. 
Befasing to go to bed, Mrs. Pettigill occnpied 
another chair, prepared to do whatever she conid 
in defense of their lives if it became necessary. 

And throt^h the remainder of that sammer 
night, while they watched and dozed and awakened 
to listen fearfnlly, Gifford Stone, his dreams of 
baseball having ceased for the time being, slept 
soundly and well in the little room under the peak 
of the roof. 
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CHAPTEE Vn 

ANOTHUR TBIAIi 

THE Lakeville Beds were liaving a pro- 
longed streak of bad luck. The qnalify- 
i)^ adverbs used hy their peppery mana- 
ger were infinitely more expressive, but even in 
bis calm moments Monte Ward's conversation was 
frequently misnitable for polite society unless 
strained throngb a fine sieve. Just now, fighting 
the Warren Sluggers on their own grounds, Monte 
felt that almost any brand of language was war- 
ranted. With his star pitcher going strong and 
receiving sensational support which kept the home 
team from pushing a single runner across the 
rubber for seven innings, he had begun to look on 
the three tallies, garnered early in the game, as 
sufBcient to spell victory with something to spare. 
Then old Hard Luck got back on the job. 

Monte pretended that he did not believe in luck. 
Whenever the Beds developed a hitting streak, or 
things in general went well with them, he credited 
it all to the personnel of his team. Let this be re- 
versed, however, and Mr. Ward oonld howl like a 
wolf with its paw in a trap, 
ei 
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T(Mlay, for instance, when Fink Hepbron, the 
first baseman, ran a^inst some bard and keen 
Slngger spikes which slashed about six inches of 
cntide from one shin, Monte raved and raged 
and plncked at the umpire's garments in an effort 
to persuade that worthy that it was a barefaced 
case of deliberate interference for which no ade- 
quate penalty had been devised. The arbiter 
knew Monte, however, and the game went on with 
a substitute giving a feeble imitation of the ac- 
complished and popular Hepbron. 

This unfortunate occurrence took place in the 
first of the seventh. During the latter half of that 
inning the Sluggers worked the hit and run with 
a following squeeze which gave them the first tally 
they had scored, leaving the Beds a still comfort- 
able margin. In the eighth the score was tied be- 
cause of the inexcusable errors of the substitute 
first baseman, uid Monte 's remarks raised the 
temperature in his vicinity. 

Still fighting, the Beds opened the ninth with a 
double made by Nevins, the right fielder. Un- 
fortunately, in sliding to second Nevins hooked 
his spikes in the bag and nearly broke his ankle. 
It was impossible for him to continue playing, and 
a second substitute went in. 

The roar which arose from Monte at Uils occur- 
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rence — ^he blaioed the opposing second baseman 
for blocking off with intent to injnre the numer — 
was as a soothing lullaby compared with the tur- 
moil that followed when "Ferret" Brewer, the 
Red shortstop, colliding with the Slugger first 
baseman, turned an amazing somersault and 
landed heavily on his back. Piteonsly declaring 
that his back was broken, Ferrer was assisted to 
the bench, while his manager looked vitriolic floods 
of wrath upon the weary arbiter of the game, de- 
manding that the criminal be banished from the 
iBeld and the Sluggers penalized. 

"Can it, Ward!" admonished the much tried 
official. "I didn't see any interference. A little 
more of that brand of talk and 111 chase yon to 
cover. Dig up your substitute and go on with the 
game." 

"Substitute I" raved the manager. "Who've 
I got to put in — ^the bat boyt Kerr and Hepple 
are both sick, and Beef's away. With three men 
put out of business by these hoodlums, it don't 
look — " 

"Oh, cut the beefing," interrupted the tunpire 
unfeelingly. "I don't care whether you use your 
bat boy or one of your pitchers, but put in some- 
body sudden or sooner. Get a move on. Time!" 

Still snarling and purple-faced, Ward turned 
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toward the bench. Lefty Bemis was hia last re- 
sort, and Lefty was an even poorer fielder than 
the average bash pitcher. But it was Lefty or the 
bat boy, and Monte 's lips were parted to bawl an 
order to the sonthpaw when he became aware of 
a stranger at bU elbow. 

"Need a shortstop I" inquired a cool, low- 
pitched voice. 

The manager whirled and stared, taking in the 
slight, inunacnlately garbed form and rather boy- 
ish face of his questioner. 

"What gives you that notiont" he snarled. 
"I'm after a star tiddleywinks player. Know the 
gamel" 

"Tiddleywinks! "Well, no; but I can play bet- 
ter baseball than some of those fellows that adorn 
your infield," was the reply. 

Monte gasped at the stranger's amazing effront- 
ery; his lipa parted to "bawl out" the fresh guy, 
but closed again abruptly. In hie less agitated 
moments he was not a half bad judge of men, and 
be realized now that what at first seemed to be 
mere brag and bluster was simply the calm state- 
ment of one who believed what he said. It im- 
pressed him, somehow, in spite of bis better judg- 
ment The fellow did not look at all like a ball 
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player, but one never can telL The deep tan of 
face and hands at least bore evidence that he had 
been much in the open. 

"Where've yon played?" briefly inquired the 
manager, his manner thawing a trifle. 

The stranger raised his shoulders slightly. 
"What difference does that make as long as I'm 
able to deliver the goodsl" he returned evasively. 
"My name's Stone, and I'll guarantee to do a 
better job at short than that twirler of yours, who 
seems to be about the only sub left." 

Monte 's face cleared. This was some minor 
leaguer, probably, who had been up against the 
powers of organized baseball, possibly had been 
blacklisted. But outlaws were never frowned on 
by the manager of the Beds ; though often erratio 
and diffienlt to handle, they were, at their best, 
almost invariably players of high caliber, and he 
decided to take a chance on this stranger. 

"All ri^t," he agreed gruffly. "Ill risk it 
Beat it under the stand and climb into a suit as 
qnick as yon know how. Here, Lefty t" 

Guided by the pitcher, Stone plunged into the 
cramped dressing room beneath the stand and 
flung on, piece by piece, the assorted garments 
laid out for him by the southpaw. When be came 
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ont, not more than two minnteB later, the third 
battel had flied out, and the Beds were taking the 
field for tiie last of the ninth. 

"Hold 'em nowl" bellowed "Ward, doing some 
"rag^g" over back of third base. "Yon can do 
it We'll eat *em alive next inning." 

"There ain't going to be no next innin*,'* re- 
torted a Slogger. "Here's where we put yon 
outer yonr mis'ry." 

The bnlk of fiercely partisan home fans added 
their clamor to the racket raised by the Slogger 
Goachers, and when Splinter Todd drove the ball 
out on a line the crowd rose with a concerted 
shriek of triumph, which changed to a howl of bit- 
ter disappointment as the sphere smacked into 
the glove of a Bed fielder. The second batter 
landed on the horsehide, smashing a daisy cutter 
between short and second. Leaping, Stone thrust 
out his covered hand and stopped its flight. The 
ball slipped from his fingers, but he went after it 
like a shot and whipped it over to first in ample 
time to catch the runner. Unhappily, the substi- 
tute on the initial sack muffed a good throw, the 
runner scuttling on to second. Compared with 
the bleachers and the stand, the dangerous ward 
of an insane asylum would have resembled a Sun- 
day-school festival. 
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Then came a momentary loll, during whit^ the 
fans entertained themselves hy endeavoring to 
"get the goat" of the new shortstop who had been 
thrust upon thdr attention. ApparenUy they 
were not in the least sncoessf ol ; the stranger paid 
no more attention to them than he did to the seats 
they occopied. He was forgotten, however, when 
the next cinb swinger went oat on a hig^ foal that 
drew the wrath of the crowd down upon Mm. 

With two of the enemy gone and bnt one sack 
tenanted, the situation looked fairly satisfactory 
to Monte Ward, and he added a cackling langh to 
the coaching that was calculated to annoy the bat- 
ter rather than to instruct the base numer. But 
the resentful hitter managed to poke oat a slow 
grounder, beating the throw to first, while the 
man ahead of him was taking third. What re- 
marks Monte made were happily drowned by the 
mad yelling of the spectators. 

"Fan this dead one, Jiml" he begged of the 
pitcher. "He never made a hit in his life." 

The batter really had no business to swing at 
the first ball pitched, which was wide of the plate, 
tried as a ooaxer and mth no thought that the 
willow wielder would be able to tonch it He not 
only touched it, but, getting it on the end of the 
bat, he drove it out in a line to the left of second. 
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StoDe saw the baU coming and knev that he 
coold reach it if he went into the air for it As he 
leaped a warning bellow of "Take it, Billl" smote 
his ears and made him hesitate for a fraction of a 

' second. It was a difficult catch at best, and that 
momentary^ relaxing of the muscles spelled failure. 
The horsehide dipped the tips of his reaching 
fingers and passed on with almost unchecked 
speed, though slightly diverted from its first 
straight course. When the shortstop landed on 
his feet and whirled round he saw the center 

' fidder, who for some reason had been playing un- 
commonly far in, making a last desperate bat un- 
availing Innge at the passing sphere. 

The runner from third oantered home amid 
the howling of the delighted crowd. It seemed 
scarcely a moment later when Stone found him- 
self facing the furious manager of the defeated 
Reds. 

"Yon boob I" snarled Ward, purple in the face. 
"Ton lobster! Didn't you hear me yell for Bill 
to take itt Then you throw away the game by 
trying to puU a grand-stand playt You're a 
sweet ball player, yoa are I Any kid off'n the 
bleachers could show you how to play the game." 
Stone had darkened a little under his tan; his 
eyes glinted ominously. "How was I to knew 
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yonr fielder was laying in behind met" he de- 
manded. "If he'd been in his regular position 
he conldn't have touched that boll nntil after the 
game was over." 

"How was yon to know!" shrilled Monte. 
"What's your lamps for — and your ears? What 
yon want is some sense hammered into yonr head, 
and I'd fflijoy the job." 

"Begin on it," invited Stone,'' growing warm. 
"You'll have a nice time. You're not fit to man- 
age even a bush team — " 

He stopped and pnt up his hands as Monte made 
an angry forward plunge. Quicker than either 
of them, however, was a short, square man, some- 
what inclined to stoutness, who slipped suddenly 
between the two. 

"That'll be enough," he remarked quietly. 

"Get out of my way I" stormed the manager. 
"I'm going to punch that boobl* 

"You'll have to wait." The stranger's tone 
was decided, the practiced ease with which he 
flipped back his coat was alone sufficient to pro- 
claim his profession without the glimpse they all 
had of the silver star beneath. "I've got first 
mortgage on him." He glanced interestedly at 
the silent man beside him. "Some clever artist, 
you are," he murmured. "You're certainly a 
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wonder, Kid— college boy and all that smooth 
stuff. I ain't surprised that you're put it across 
so often. You look the part" Then be squared 
his shoulders with a decisive movement "Well, 
let's get going." 

Stone gave a start as of one awakening from a 
trance, and his brows straightened in a frown. 
**Ia this all meant for meV he asked. "If so, I 
guess you've made a slight mistake. I'm not — " 

"What's the use?" protested the official good- 
humoredly. "Don't try to work the old gag of 
mistaken identity. Save your breath, Ton've 
been a busy little penman, Kid, but I ^ess you 11 
have a chance to break stone a while before you 
raise another check." 
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IK CUSTOOT 

STONE stared at the mral officer of the law, 
his face reddenrng, hie eyes full of indig- 
nant amazement The crowd pashed 
closer. Monte Ward had stepped back, and was 
regarding his erstwhile shortstop with a Indicrons 
expression of uncertainty. 

'•I don't understand," Stone said crisply. "If 
you mean that I — " 

"Drop that hluff," interrupted the detective, 
the good humor fading from hia face and leaving 
it hard. "It don't go! And don't try any ftmny 
stuff unless yon want a taste of the twisters. 
"Where 'd you leave your clothes!" 

*'In the dressing room under the stand," an- 
swered Stone with surprising self-possession. 
Turning abruptly, he began to push his way 
through the crowd. 

Gripping the young man's arm, the detective 
kept close beside hinu Reluctantly, and with many 
curious glances, the mob gave way, permitting 

71 
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them to cross the diamond toward the stand. The 
players of botii teams followed in their wake. 

"A crookl" exclaimed Monte Ward, in a tone 
of pnzzled satisfaction. "I knew he wasn't no 
ball player, but I never sized him for what he is." 

"You never can tell," pat in the snbstitnte first 
baseman, mentally thanking his stars for the diver- 
sion. He had a call^down comii^ to him, but the 
odds were in favor of that being forgotten in the 
excitement of the moment "That gay looked 
pretty slick. " 

Not another word passed the prisoner's lips 
nntil they reached the seclaslon of the dressing 
room. Then he tamed on the detective. * ' Yon 've 
evidently taken me for some one who's wanted by 
the police," be said. "Jost as a special favor, 
would yoa mind letting me know who yon think I 
am!" 

"No thinking abont it," replied the oflScer. 
"I know! Yoa 're Kid Robinson, alias 'George, 
the Penman.' Your specialty is posing as a col- 
lege boy and passing oat-of-town checks sapposed 
to be drawn by papa, when yon can't get hold of 
a good one to raise. The Protective Associa- 
tion's offered a reward of five handred for yonr 
arrest and conviction." 

There was a stir among those who had crowded 
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into the room. Then a Warren man exolaimed: 

"Some record ! Pretty soft for yon, Brennan," 
he added. "Five oentnries ain't bad for a day's 
work." 

Suddenly the prisoner laughed. That langh 
was clear, mirthful, and gennine, with a touch of 
relief in it It made the ball players stare, the 
most of tbem in frank admiration at what they 
considered an exhibition of sorprising nerve. 

"Tell me, Brennan," Stone said coolly, "did 
yon over happen to see this versatile Bobinsonf " 

"Maybe I have, and maybe I haven't," 
growled the officer. 

"Ill give odds that yon haven't My name is 
Stone, and — " 

"Of course you won't have any trouble in 
bringing forward a few reputable people to iden- 
tify you, Mr. Stone," sneered Brennan. 

For an instant the captive's amile faded; then 
he shrugged his shoulders. "It's np to you to 
produce the proof that I'm Bobinson.'* 

"It'll be produced in court Tou'U deny next 
that you were in Ellsworth three weeks ago yes- 
terday. S'pose I ought to warn you that any- 
thing yon say now '11 be nsed against you." 

"Never mind that. I did happen to be in Ells- 
worth for abont three hours on tiiat day." 
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Brennan looked triomphaiit, and winked at the 
listening crowd. He fancied himself very shrewd, 
and, thinking the arrested man wonld be liable to 
commit himself if allowed to talk, he had made 
only a perfonotory attempt to keep him from 
doing 80. " Yoa were there, and you gave Eollins 
the slip by sneaking out to Wilton, where yoaVe 
been ever since." 

"You're a wise one, Hr. Brennan," returned 
Stone. "How did you happen to know I'd left 
Wilton I" 

**Oot him going!" thought the self-satisfied of- 
ficer. "If he keeps on chinning he'll own np to 
everything. And he can't say I didn't g^ve him 
the regular warning." Aloud he replied: "Eube 
named Jennings came along with a spiel about 
seeing a safebreaker and maniac on the train from 

waton— " 

"What's that got to do with met" interrupted 
the prisoner impatiently. "Tell m« that, if you 
please." 

"I dnnno," admitted Brennan. "Bnt when he 
gave me a description of the party, I showed him 
a picture of Kid Bobiason on one of the reward 
posters. 'That's him,' says Jennings, just like 
that; and I got inter action at once, or even 
quicker." 
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"I suppose yon brought Jennings along to point 
me oat!" 

' * Not mncb I didn 't. ' ' Brennan chut^ed 
craftily. "iVe got no idea of splittin' that fire 
hundred with a yap, Kid. I nabbed yon, and all 
the doQgh is mine. Now, peel that baseball rig, 
and get into yonr own togs. We'll get a move 
on." 

For a moment the prisoner made no effort to 
obey, bat stood frowning at the detective, a 
troubled wrinkle in his forehead. Then, without 
comment of any sort, he walked over to where he 
had left bis clothes, and began to change. He 
dressed carefully, apparently oblivious to the 
rough humor of Monte Ward and his associates. 
Nor did he have anything to say when he was 
marched away by the officer, who kept a tight 
grip on him. Apparently he realized the hope- 
lessness of trying further bluffing, and the trium- 
phant country sleuth watched him narrowly, 
on the alert for any sudden attempt to break 
away. On the way to headquarters, Brennan 
noted that the prisoner not only remained silent, 
but showed distinct signs of worriment, which was 
accepted as a satisfying token that he realized the 
gravity of his situation. On arriving there they 
found the representative of the Bankers' Pro- 
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tective Association — a slim, 70iin^sb man in a 
gray suit — awaiting their appearance. 

"Well, I've got Mm for you, Mr. BoUins," an- 
nonnced Brennan. "Phoned yoa I'd have him 
here inside an honr. I'm a man of my word." 

The newcomer's light-gray eyes flickered for an 
instant over the prisoner. Then he looked hard 
at Brennan, and frowned. "Are yout" he said. 
"Where is he!" 

Like a pricked balloon, Brennan's complacency 
collapsed. His jaw sa^ed. For a moment he 
seemed incapable of speech. "Wb-whereT" he 
stammered at length. "Why, ain't this himt" 

Bollins looked disappointed, not to say dis- 
gnsted. "That man Bobinsont" he exclaimed. 
"About as mach aa I ami While yoaVe been 
picking np the wrong man, the Eid 's made his get- 
away. Well, what could I expect t" Without 
another word, he turned and left the room. 

The bitterly crestfallen officer, realizing that 
the reward money he had already fingered in his 
imagination was not coming to him after all, 
made gargling sounds in hia throat, his face pale 
as putty. Finally he managed to gasp : 

"Well, may I be kicked!" 

"You may," said Gifford Stone, "and it would 
give me pleasure to do the job." 
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CHAPTEEIX 

EBLLBT) OF XSB SLUOOEBS 

AT no time had Stone been troubled by the 
fear of being permanently mistaken for 
the versetile and elnsive Eid Bobinson. 
He realized that he most in Bome degree resemble 
the criminal to account for Brennan's identifica- 
tion, but he had looked forward confidently to 
what would happen the moment some one who had 
seen Bobinson appeared on the scene. 

He had also looked forward with some amuse- 
ment to the discomfiture of the bumptious rural 
sleuth, but Brennan's casual referenoe to news- 
papers caused him promptly to realize how much 
undesirable publicity he would be likely to ao- 
qnire through the appearance of the story. At a 
time when he wished to evade the limelight this 
would be unfortunate. The affair was almost 
sure to be written up, and his name would appear 
in print Even though Warren was not a large 
town, other newspapers would be likely to copy 
the story, and in this manner it might travel 
until it oame to the attention of oertfun persons 
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whom Stone very much desired to keep in total 
darkness concerning his movements. Therefore 
his mind had been perplexed over the problem of 
throttling the story at its source. Now, of a sud- 
den, he fanded he saw a way to choke it. So he 
threatened to bring suit for false arrest unless the 
detective did his beet to prevent any mention of 
his name by the newspapers. 

It worked. Brennan, aghast and dazed by the 
unpleasant shock to his professional dignity, was 
only too thankful to escape so easily. "I got a 
pull with them newspaper gays, Mr. Stone," he 
asserted. "If they print the story and nse either 
your name or mine, they won't git no more police 
news through me, and I'll tell them that." 

"He'll keep his word," the yoong man thought, 
with a grim smile, as he strolled down the street. 
"He's about as anxious as I am to prevent the 
yam from spreading." 

Arriving at the Mansion House, Gifford paused 
critically to survey its exterior. It was not invit- 
ing; but, after a moment's hesitation, he entered 
and engaged a room. Having secured his bag 
from the station, and eaten a fairly satisfactory 
supper, he approached the desk for a chat with ■ 
the clerL Within five minates, he found that he 



iiizedbv Google 



KEIXEY, OF THE SLUGGEBS 79 

had come to the right source for information. 
Mr. Otis TnftB was well posted on any subject per- 
taining to Warren and the vicinity, and Us hobby 
was basebalL Though not present at the game 
that afternoon, he had learned all the details, save 
only the name under which the notorious Kid 
Bobinson had phiyed for half an inning, and, in 
view of the forger's versatility in nomenclature, 
be considered that of small importance. Olad 
that he took this view of it, Stone continued his 
inquiries about the Warren County League and its 
component parts. The impression obtained from 
the clerk was that for the most part the players 
of the various teams were fighters who rather pre- 
ferred settling dispntes with their fists than other- 
wise. 

Naturally, Mr. Tufts favored his home team, 
and be was unaffectedly proud of the pugilistic 
abilities of certain members whom he named. He 
pronounced the game that day extremely tame, 
but prophesied a "hot one" when the Sluggers 
and the Bocktown Panthers met the following 
afternoon. 

"At straight baseball they ain't in it with our 
boys, hut they're no quitters, and they'll fight till 
the last man is out— and afterward, sometimes," 
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he conceded with grudging admiration. * * There 11 
be something doing at the park to-morrow, believe 
me!" 

Having moiled over the information gleaned 
from Mr. Tnfts, Stone soaght the ball grounds 
the following day at two-thirty, and seonred a seat 
in the rear of the stand without being reoognized 
as the cause of the previous day's excitement 
From this perch, he beheld an exhibition of stren- 
uous baseball that was not ^actly encouraging to 
a naturally peace-loving disposition. 

From the very start, the Panthers seemed to be 
balancing chips on both shoulders, while their op- 
ponents assumed a bristling demeanor character- 
istic of terriers circling for an opening. The first 
three innings were scoreless, and passed without 
an actual clash. With the leading run, secured 
by the Sluggers in the fourth, the threatened 
trouble began. Botbe, the Warren left fielder, 
was given the shoulder by the visiting first base- 
man,, and in the resulting mix-up, the Panther 
was badly spiked. Both men were put off the 
!field. The ball thus started rolling was pushed 
merrily along. Altercations and disputes fol- 
lowed Bwiftiy. Few of the umpire's decisions met 
with general approval, and that official was re- 
peatedly Burronnded by a throng of snarling, ges- 



iiizedbv Google 



KELLEY, OF THE SI^UGGEBS 81 

ticolating men, whom he handled with the consom- 
mate ease of long practice, assisted materially by 
a powerful physique. 

Thero were varioas minor mishaps to enliven 
the next four innings and rouse the temper of 
both teams to the breaking point. The clash came 
abruptly in the first of the eighth. Some trivial 
dispute was like a spark to powder, and in a flash 
the majority of players were grappling in a free- 
for-all fight on the diamond. It was not of long 
duration, for the offending Panthers fled to shelter 
before the rush of angry fans tumbling down on to 
the field from the bleachers. The game was over. 

Stone had followed its progress with astonished 
disapproval. It was even worse than .he had sup- 
posed baseball as played in the bushes could be. 
After the fracas, he remained in his seat, his 
doubt and perplexity contending with a grim de- 
termination. 

Determination won, and brought hinit after a 
hurried supper, to the gate of an attractive little 
house on a side street not far from the ball park. 
A square, chunky man, with a fresh strip of plas- 
ter across the bridge of his nose, rocked in ooatless 
ease on the piazza. 

"Good evening, Mr. Kelley," said Gifford. 

"Evening, son," returned the manager, his 
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shrewd bine eyes gleaming' quizzically. "So they 
found oat yon weren't that forging chap, did 
theyt" 

*'They did," answered Stone. "But how did 
yon — " 

James J. Kelley shmgged his shonlders 
slightly. "I can nsnally spot a crook when I 
lamp him," he declared. "Besides, I was bom 
and raised in the same town with Pete Brennan. 
He's the biggest foor-flnsher alive. Have a 
chair.*' 

Stone accepted the invitation. "Mr. Kelley," 
he said, without beating aronnd the bush, "I think 
I^ adapted to fill a hole in your infield." 

"Ton do, hey? I kinder reckoned yon were 
going to hit me np for a job when yon hove in 
view. And I've got a hole to fill. Monte Ward 
didn't give yon much of a show." The man's 
eyes were twinkling more than ever now. "Did 
yon happen to see the game to-day t" 

"Yes," 

"And you still want to play in the Warren 
County League t" 

"Sure." 

Kelley fingered his plastered nose lightly. "I 
wonder whyt" he ruminated. "What do they 
call you?" 
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"Stone." 

"Stone, eht Stonel" GifFord caaght a flash 
of thougthfnl speculation in the blue eyes bent 
Boddenly on him. "Where have you played t" 

Recalling the effect of evasivaiess on one bnsh 
manager, Gifford tried it again. "If I make good, 
that doesn't matter, does itt" 

"Not with me if yonVe got the goods," an- 
swered Kelley. "I was curious, , that's all. No 
contracts lying around loose, is theret No strings 
hitched to youl" 

"Not any." 

"Guess 111 give you a try-out, then. I was 
watching you yesterday. Got a notion you can 
play the game, but yon won't last long if I'm mis- 
taken. A bluff won't carry you far with me. 
Drop in at the ball park about nine to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER X 

A FBOSXr BECEPTION 

THE Sluggers, minna two of their members, 
who had been incapacitated through taking 
a hand in the fracas of the day before, 
were gathered in the dresung room. Most of 
them did not se^n seriously to regard the fi^t 
which had broken np the game. As they leisarely 
donned their working clothes, some of tiiem 
amnsed tiiemselvee by joshing certain others who 
had suffered most from the onslanght of the bel- 
ligerent Pfmthers. Some of the battered ones 
merely grinned and retorted to the best of their 
ability, as if the affair were the commonplace part 
of everyday rontine. Two or three were sullen, 
but their vows of a speedy and effective revenge 
were lost in the general chaffing. 

To them appeared Manager Kelley, brisk and 
businesslike, his keen blue eyes shifting rapidly 
around the room, as if in search of some one. 
"New man shown np yett" he inquired generally. 

"New manf" drawled Back Dyer, whose fistio 
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sMll, no lesB than a very effective brand of pitch- 
ing, had made him a somewhat privile^^ char- 
acter, "Have you signed on another white hope 
to keep us in the rnnningT" 

"Not so yon could notice it. It's ball players 
I'm after now, and he claims to be a real one who 
can plug a yawning gap in my infield." 

The shot produced instant and effective sUenoe. 
Everybody sat up and took notice. The majority 
evinced only curiosity, but on the countenances of 
the three infielders present — Tappin, the second 
baseman, was one of the two laid up— were dis- 
tinct traces of nneasinesa. 

"Anyhow," ventured Dyer, "I hope he's a 
husfey buck. We need some more beef, or well 
be the laughing-stock of the leagae. That mix-up 
yesterday was a disgrace. Can he handle his 
dukes?" 

"I didn't inquire," rejoined Kelley grimly. A 
smile lingered on his lips, but into his voice had 
crept a note of serionsness. "You're right, it 
was a disgrace. Buck. It's up to us to go slow 
on the rough stuff. There's too much Donuy- 
brook Fair to baaeball as played in this league, 
and it's gone the limit" 

"But the crowd likes it, Jim," protested Bull 
Johnson, the heavyweight ba^top. "They 
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won't think they've got their money's worth tin- 
less we show a little ginger." 

"There's a bnnch of ronghnecks at eveiy game 
who try to stir np trouble," retorted the manager. 
"Bnt the bnlk of fans — ^the ones who pay yonr 
salaries— come ont to see baseball, not slogging 
matches. Unless I'm *way off, they've stood 
about all they're going to. Don't get me wrong, 
now; I don't mean that we're going to lay down 
and be tramped over by any team, but I'm going 
to try the experiment of using our heads to play 
the game, and letting the umpires settle the dis- 
putes. Well can the rough stuff and do a little 
more work with our beans hereafter." 

"In other words," put in Dyer sardonically, 
"yoa think we're weak in the brain department, 
so you've hired this new infielder of yours to teach 
us baseball What is he, anyhow, a college guy, 
or — '* 

He stopped abruptly, and stared with widening 
eyes at the almost boyish figure that had ap- 
peared in the oi)en doorway. The others followed 
the direction of his gaze, and for a moment there 
was dead silence, broken by a chorus of surprised 
exclamations: 

"Look who's here! Kid BobinsonI" 

"If it ain't George, the Penman I" 
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"Pete Brennan'a forger, by smoke 1" 

"What do yon tnow about thatl" 

A faint flnsb crept into the new man's face, bnt 
be smiled quite natoraUy. Tben tbe manager 
spoke again. 

"Away off," said Kelley briskly. "As usual, 
Fete balled tbii^ up and nabbed the wrong man. 
Shake hands with Stone, who's going to try oat 
for second or short this morning." 

The ceremony was brief and quite formal. No 
one had anything to eay beyond stereotyped 
words of greeting, but each gave the new candi- 
date a searching scmtiny whi<^ seemed to miss 
nothing. Pink Ziegler, who had been filling the 
short field, glowered malevolently. The atmos- 
phere was not exactly freighted with joy and 
good-fellowship, but the newcomer seemed oblivi- 
ous to its chilliness as he stripped and got into 
the uniform he had brought with him. 

' * Stone I ' * commented Bull Johnson, in an 
audible aside, as the men trooped oat upon the 
ifield. "Looks to me like a pebble, and a mighty 
small one, at that." 

"He's just what I thought — a college boy," put 
in Dyer. "IMd you lamp that get-up of hist 
Waowl Jim must be ready for the foolish foun- 
dry, thinking that gluk knows baseball. Wait till 
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I hand gentle Lacy that fast jnmp ball of mine, 
and Bee him will" 

Bnt the peerless Buck, as well as the remainder 
of the team, was destined to be surprised. In 
batting practice, not only did the newcomer ham- 
mer Dyer's jnmp ball with apparent ease, but he 
seemed to find little difficulty in making connec- 
tions with anything the pitcher put over. James 
J. Kelley, watchii^ critically, began to figure ont 
the qnestion of salary. It was otherwise with the 
Warren League players. The very fact that this 
newcomer had apset their calculations was suf- 
ficient to make them sour on hiuL When he had 
proved the possession not only of an uncommon 
batting eye, but likewise of a well-oiled brain and 
a very fair ability at fielding, the Sluggers with 
one accord began to look elsewhere for the defects 
that they felt sure existed. 

"Wait till he gets up agEunst the Panthers or 
the Beds in a real game," said one; "then the 
yellow streak will come out.'* 

They were not a bad lot at heart, and they were 
disposed to be fair according to tiieir own lights. 
Bat the strenuoasness of the game as played in 
the Warren Connty League had made them un- 
commonly clannish, sticking by each other through 
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thick and thin, always ready to fly to tlie defense 
of a team-mate, no matter what might he the na- 
ture of his difEcnlty. They resented the introdno- 
tion of this stranger among them, resented even 
more keenly the implication that he coold teach 
them anything abont baseball. It was inevitable 
that they shonid give him the cold shonlder, find 
fanlt with his looks, his dress, his manner, and do 
their best to pick flaws in his performance on the 
diamond. And if all other incentives failed, the 
two infielders, Ziegler and Tappin, conld be 
counted on to keep the entire team stirred np 
against this npstart who threatened to nsnrp the 
place of one or the other of them. 

There was no game scheduled for that after- 
noon, but they were to play the Beds at Lakeville 
next day. When Manager Kelley intimated that 
he meant to try the newcomer at short, shifting 
Ziegler to second in place of the still incapacitated 
Tappin, grim expectancy Inrked in more than one 
face. 

On their home grounds, the Beds would cer- 
tainly do their beat to take revenge for their last 
defeat at the hands of the Sluggers-^ defeat 
which Monte Ward lidd entirely to the crooked 
playing of his opponents. Their methods were 
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not likely, to be particularly Bcmpnlons or gentle, 
and the new recruit was pretty anre to come in for 
even more than bia share of their attention. 

"He'll last juHt about three innings with that 
crowd," said Dyer, as he left the grounds that 
night with Ziegler. "They'll get his goat quick. 
I wouldn't do any worrying if I were you, Pink. 
It's a huudred-to-one shot you'll be back at short 
for the next game." 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE TEST OF THE BUSH 

LOOEING^ slight and boyish in his baseball 
Boit, Gifford Stone — "Pebble,** as he had 
been tinanimonsly reohiistened — ^took his 
seat on the visitors' bench with the rest of the 
team. Outwardly, be seemed cool and composed 
almost to indifference, and Pink Ziegler, eying 
him Burreptitionsly, was moved to justifiable 
wrath as the thought occurred to him that poa- 
sibly the expected humiliation and downfall of his 
rival might not take place. 

The disgruntled infielder ^oold have been some- 
what reassured by a glimpse behind the mask — 
for that apparent indifference was a maBk, In 
reality, Stone was far from cool, and not at all 
composed, ffis nerves were tingling at the 
thought of the ordeal before him, and he was re- 
sentful toward the men who sat beside him, touch- 
ing shoulders and rubbing elbows, yet paying no 
more attention to him than if he had not existed. 
He hardly expected them to fall on his neck and 
welcome him to the team with open arms, but at 
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least tbej might treat him aa a hnman being. 
He had done his best to meet them half-way^, but 
not one of them had spoken a civil word to him 
since his first appearance for practice the day be- 
fore. He knew nothing of the characterislio 
methods of the Beds save that they wonld prob- 
ably try to work something tricky whenever they 
fonnd a cbanoe. It would seem a natural thing 
for his teammates to warn him what to expect 
from this man or that, but instead, one and all, 
they maintained utter silence, which brought with 
it the slow conviction that they expected him to 
show the white feather, and were waiting with 
pleasurable anticipation for that to occur. 

As Stone thought of this, his indignation in- 
creased, which was, perhaps, the best thing that 
could have happened. His nervousness was swept 
into the bai&ground by a stubborn determination 
to thwart and disappoint them all — to succeed 
unaided and in spite of obstacles. He had not 
doubted his ability to hold his own in the bush 
at straight baseball. It was what Kelley had 
termed the "rough stuff" that troubled him, for 
he was not naturally combative, and his distaste 
for brawls was instinctive. But before his turn 
came to step up to the plate, he had nerved him- 
self to the point of facing anything. 
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He had been placed fourth on the batting list, 
and this had given fresh umbrage to the rest of 
the team. To give a oallov greenhorn the " dean- 
op " position seemed positiTely insnlting, and 
made more than one of the Sluggers, anxions as 
they were to hammer ont a victory from the Beds, 
secretly hope to see the upstart fan ignomini- 
onsly. 

"Little George, the Penman 1*' cackled Monte 
Ward, of the Beds, as Stone stepped quickly to 
the pan. "A cinch, Lefty. Show him the differ- 
ence between drawing diecks and drawing a hit" 

It was crude, but Monte's wit was not of the 
subtle order. The Beds, understanding his allu- 
sion, roared with delight 

Beyond a alij^tly perceptible tightening of the 
jaw, Stone showed no signs of hearing the storm 
of comment, much less resenting it. It mattered 
little to him what the Lakeville populace thought 
or said. His whole mind was centered on Lefty 
Bemis, grinning at him from the mound in a man- 
ner which showed that the southpaw had little 
doubt of his ability to settle this new man. 

Neither Bemis, nor any other of the Beds, bad 
seen Stone bat They probably had no idea be 
could hit Pebble's lids drooped, and his hold on 
the hickory tightened. An instant later, when the 
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port-side flinger pnt over a alow* coazer, the bat- 
ter swung much too soon, with a slightly finstered 
air, wMoh brought a bnrst of lao^ter from the 
amnsed Beds. 

"Careful, Bonny, or you 11 break that bat," 
snickered the catcher. "Don't hit the pill out of 
the lot" 

"Move the fence back!" shouted the first base- 
man, waving his arms toward the ontfieldera. 

Encburaged by Monte Ward, the crowd howled 
still more tauntingly at the seemingly shrinking 
batter. Jim Kelley's voice was raised in encour- 
agement, bnt the remainder of the Sluggers were 
silent, although coaching a batter from the bench 
was far from a rare thing in the Warren County 



Dancing off second, Tad Driscoll scowled and 
growled. If Kelley had only shown the sense 
he was bom with, there might still be a chance in 
spite of Botbe's unlooked-for fouling out after 
Conway's sacrifice. But now — Oh, well, James 
J. would wake up to his mistake before long, and 
when this happened the college shrimp would get 
his conge in a hurry. 

Pebble fanned the air a second time, and a still 
more joyous whoop went up from stand and 
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bleachers. This latest acquisition of the Slug- 
gers was evidently a huge joke, and the spectators 
prepared to extract the utmost possible enjoy- 
ment from his diverting awkwardness. Wide 
grins decorated the faces of the home team. 
Choice witticisms were hurled at the apparently 
demoralized batter, Manager Kelley, and the Slng- 
gera generally. 

"The little runtl" grated tiie ragii^ Drisooll. 
"I knew he'd be so soared he couldn't hit in a 
real game. And that's what Jim picked to show 
us class in baseball t" 

There was a sudden ringing, electrifying crash 
of a bat and ball meeting fairly and sharply. The 
sound cut through the babel of jeers and catcalls. 
His growling complaint instantly choked, Dris- 
coll dug his spikes into the ground and leaped to- 
ward third. From the stands came a gasp of sur- 
prised dismay, followed by dead silence. In an- 
other instant this silence was broken by the clat- 
ter of a multitude leaping to its feet Close on 
the heels of that came the shrill, barking fire of 
frenzied admonition from the coacbers, stung sud- 
denly to action by the amazing unexpectedness of 
what had happened. 

The batter's little tiidc had worked. Lulled 
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into false seonrity, Bemis had grown careless, 
end Pebble, picking a ball that seemed made to 
order, smashed it ont for two sac^. 

He pulled himself up at second, panting a little, 
and tingling all over with the thrill of accomplish- 
ment But that thrill was swiftljr chilled bj the 
utter lack of comment from the bench. Not a 
sonl save Kelley, on the coaching line, t^irew him 
a solitary word of encouragement And that hit 
had sent DriscoU cantering easily across the rob- 
ber. 

"Talk about fool's Inck!" growled Pink Zieg- 
ler, voicing the feeling of the majority as he 
grabbed a bat and hnstled to the pan. *'He car- 
ries a rabbit's foot, all right I" 

Having expected his rival to fan, he had not 
reckoned on being up ia this inning, and perhaps 
that accounted for his failure to make a hit At 
all events, he popped up a weak infield fly, then 
took bis place on the diamond 

Stone miade no great impression during the last 
half of the inning. Tme, he handled the two 
chances that came his way, but both were easy 
ones which the veriest tyro could scarcely have 
bungled. Monte Ward saw nothing in this field- 
ing to make him reverse his former opinion of 
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the young man, and he jeered the rival manager 
on his aoqnisition of a hopeless player. 

*'Yoa certainly picked a qoiuoe, Jim," he 
sneered. "I wouldn't have him wished on me if 
he was set with diamonds." 

Kelley smiled blandly. "Waitl" he advised. 
"As a role, yon know it all, Monte; but nilea get 
basted sometimes. Mebbe the youngster's all 
right" 

"He is," returned Ifonte, "from the head np 
and the feet down. The rest of him's N. (J." 

"How about that two-bagger T" 

"Horseshoe luck, that's all. If he gets another 
like that, I'D swaUer the baU." 

In the second inning, Pebble handled his only 
fielding chance, a sizzling liner, in a manner which 
made Monte open his eyes a little. In the third, 
a clever sacrifice bunt still further surprised the 
ooc^ure manager of the Beds. Nothing could 
have caused Monte to confess himself in the wrong, 
but from that moment his sneers were conapicuoua 
by their infrequence. 

Betnming to the bench after his bunt, Stone 
passed along the front of the stand, his head bent 
and his cap pulled over his eyes. He was striv- 
ing to banish the fnutless irritation caused by 
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Ilia teammates* treatment, but not succeeding very 
well, when suddenly from close at hand a dear, 
girlish voice smote on his ears like a thunderclap. 
It was a voice he knew only too well. The aouncE 
aroused memories at once pleasant and poignant. 
The words themselves hrought his heart into his 
throat in a spasm of intense concern. 

"How much that shortstop looks like GifFord 
Stone I" the girl said. 
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BAD BLOOD 

FOB a fraction of a seoond, the ball player 
seemed rooted to the spot before he had 
the wit to turn away, drop on one knee, 
and fnmble with the laces of his shoe. Under his 
tan, he felt his face darning, bnt even at that mo- 
ment he realized with thankfalaeas that this msh 
of color conld not be distingoished from snn- 
bnm. 

"Do yon think so, dearf" questioned another 
voice, a little affected in accent, and also familiar. 
"They're abont the same height, bnt I can't see 
any farther resemblance. Can you pictnre Gif- 
ford playing ball!" 

She langhed, and the yonng man's ne<^ grew 
crimson. He had always disliked Lanra Reid'a 
laugh; now it seemed detestable. Bnt he was 
not particularly interested in Lanra. It was the 
unexpected presence of Hermia Meredith that had 
startled him, and made him risk discovery merely 
to hear what she had to say. 

"Scarcely,*' was the amused reply; "though 

M 
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I'm sore it would be diverting. Baseball ian't his 
forte.** 

"Nor anything else of a strenvous natare* I 
fancy/* laughed Miss Beid. '*Bat I suppose I 
' shouldn't have sfud that, Hermta. You and he 
are very good friends, aren*t youT" 

"We're good friends, but — '* 

"Of coursel** interrupted the volatile Laura 
significantly. "I seem to be woolgathering to- 
day. I dont blame you for preferring the other 
man. He's really charming, and snch a wonder- 
' fnl athlete; quite different from poor Gift. I hope 
you aren't keeping a secret from me, deart" 

The last sentence, uttered in a low tone, made 
Stone straighten with a jerk and hurry away, his 
face flaming. He had received the listener's pen- 
alty, and as he dropped down on the bench, his 
grudge against the team momentarily swallowed 
up in this greater irritation, he berated himself 
again and again for baving obeyed the impulse 
to pause and hear what was being said about him. 

Stinging as were those comments on himself, 
it was not that part of the dialogue which struck 
him deepest He would have given the world to 
believe that last speech of Laura Beid's the mere 
figment of a gossip-loving nature, but he could 
not. It all fitted in too perfectly with his own 
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observations and deductions. Chalmers Bobin- 
son was the only man whose attentions to Miss 
Meredith were marked enon^^ to arouse even the 
whisper of an engagement He was indeed a fine 
athlete, but Oifford had, so far, failed to see any- 
thing charming about this ornamental dassmato 
of his. Now, gripped by the anger that rose 
within him, he disliked the fellow with the inten- 
sity which only jealousy can arouse. 

Anger of any sort is not conducive to good ball 
playing, as GifEord discovered when he presently 
missed two fielding chances, and brought down 
upon his head another wave of jeering comment 
from the crowd. Instead of flustering him, how- 
ever, this had the effect of a cold douche, clearing 
Ms brain, and bringing his mind back to the ex- 
igendes of the game. He had an added incentive 
now for struning every nerve and doing his best. 
It was more than doubtful, consideiing his heavy 
tan, the new erectness which made the most of 
his scant inches, and the disguising uniform, that 
those two in the stand would recognize him. But 
whether they did or not, he meant to take no 
chances of again hearing his playing characterized 
as "diverting." For the following three innings 
he exhibited a brand of baseball which, although 
not errorless, was at least snappy, and in that 
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time his one misplay was caused by tiying for a 
ground drive that not one bnsher in three would 
have attempted to tonch. He seemed -not con- 
tent to cover his own territory, but frequently 
encroached on that of third and second, mnch to 
the indignation of Fink Ziegler, who finally com- 
plained to Kelley. He received little satisfaction. 

"Wake np and get there first," was the man- 
ager's advice. "The kid's covering twice as 
mncb groond as yon, and he dent dnck a hard 
chance to dodge an error." 

James J. still believed in the possibilities of 
his find, bnt the latter's work brouj^t no change 
of opinion in the rest of the team. They con- 
tinned to treat him coldly, awaltang confidraitly 
the fulfillment of their prophecy. 

Up to the seventh inning, the game had been 
singnlarly free from the rowdyism which nsnally 
characterized contests in that league. Not only 
had Kelley issaed strict injmictions against rough 
work, hot he had beguiled the rival manager into 
doing the same thing, and the result was an ex- 
hibition of straight, clean playing to which the 
Lakeville fans had long been strangers. 

The majority seemed to like it, bat as is fre- 
quently the case, the vocal power of the minority 
was in its ascendency. Early in the game, a clique 



bv Google 



BAD BLOOD 103 

of leatfaer-Itmged rooters in the bleachers began 
to howl for "pepper," "ginger," and the like, 
bawling anathemas on the Sluggers, whenever 
they scored a point, and finally centering their 
storm of abuse on two of the visitors — Buck 
Dyer, whose pngnacions repartee always got him 
in disfavor with the crowd, and Stone, whose hit- 
ting was responsible for the visitors' lead of two 
mns. 

Naturally the Beds chafed and fretted under 
the nnaccustomed restraint, and in the sixth in- 
ning they showed strong signs of reverting to 
their old tactics. The seventh opened witii a feel- 
ing of tension in the air. 

"Don't none of you boys start anything," ad- 
monished Kelley, as the Beds took the field. "I 
ain't going to have it said I can't live np to my 
own rules. If there's any disputes, bold up, and 
let the umpire settle it" 

Pebble happened to be the first man up, and 
he led off with a single. As he tore down the 
base line, he saw Hepbron jump astride the sack 
in a manner indicating an intention to give the 
mnner the shoulder while pretending to be wait- 
ing for the throw from the opposite side of the 
diamond, which could not possibly reach him in 
time for a pnt-ont. Quick as thought, GiflFord 
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flnng hiiQBelf at the hassock, feet first, oaosing the 
baseman to niake a wild and lively leap in order 
to save his shins from, the spikes. Although any 
discerning person most have perceived that Hep- 
bron had been balked in attempting to fool an op- 
posing player, he immediately let ont a roar, and 
began threatening the mnner. 

Stone scrambled quickly to his feet, ignoring 
the bristling gnardian of the initial sack. A few 
seconds later, he was sprinting down the line as 
Fink Ziegler smashed a hot grounder toward sec- 
ond, just oat of reach of Bemis. 

Bill Lynch, who held down the cnsbion at that 
comer of the diamond, lunged in to get the ball, 
but Gifford did not attempt to check himself or 
tnm aside. His judgment told him that the sec- 
ond baseman could not handle the hot skipper, 
even if he were able -to touch it. What followed 
was perfectly obvious to most of the watching 
players of both teams, if not to the bulk of the 
spectators. Pretending to dive after the ball, 
though he hadnH a chance of coming within ten 
feet of it, Lynch dodged forward across the line, 
whipping his left leg out behind him, catching the 
runner in the middle of a stride, and sendiog him 
crashing to the ground, breathless and stunned. 
By the time he had recovered from his daze and 



iiizedbv Google 



niss tlie line, vvliippinp: his li'l 
(Pnf.-e 



iiizedbv Google 



iiizedbv Google 



BAD BLOOD 105 

staggered to Mb feet, the center fielder had se- 
cured the ball and lined it to the shortstop, who 
covered the sack. 

"Oat at secondt" declared the umpire, whose 
view of the performance had been somewhat 
blo<^ed by the pitcher's lanky form. 

Amidst the storm of protest that arose from 
the Sluggers, Pebble whirled on the tricky base- 
man, his fiats clenched, his eyes flashing. For an 
instant a fight seemed inevitable. Then, to the 
amazement of every one, the Slogger shortstop 
tamed abmptly on his heel, and limped toward 
the bench. 

Eelley was occupied in vigoronsly disputing the 
umpire's decision as Gifford approached the group 
of Sluggers near the bench. The battery of scorn- 
ful eyes fairly withered the new man. 

"Yellowl" sneered Buck Dyer to the man next 
him, in a more subtly insulting manner than as 
if he had spoken directly to Stone. "A man 
who'll swallow a dirty deal like that hasn't an 
ounce of grit in his carcass. He's yeUow as a 
pumpkin, and jnst about as soft" 
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CHAPTER YTTT 

lUNAOEB KBIXSY'S QUXSTIOir 

PEBBLE STONE gulped, and tamed white 
under his tan. Then his eyes hlazed and 
he took a swift step forward. "Yonll 
have to take that faa^I" he said in a qneer, jerky 
Toioe. 

Buck Dyer merely stared insolently down on 
him. "Don't strain yourself, " he drawled con- 
temptaonsly. "Nobody's going to swallow that 
Muff. Ton wouldn't fight if—" 

The appearance among them of James J. Eelley 
in a state of temper not to be trifled with cut short 
the pitcher's words and the argument at one and 
the same time. A oiiap order sent Dyer out to 
take his turn at bat; the others hurriedly resumed 
their places on the bench. Stone turned his back 
so abruptly that he missed the searching look of 
amazement in the veteran manager's keen bine 
eyes. 

The new man was trembling with rage, yet 
striving with all his might to regain self-oontroL 
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He detested fighting, yet never in all his life had 
he wanted to do anything so mnoh as to plant 
a blow on the sneering, insolent face of the man 
who had insulted him. He knew that anch an ac- 
tion would not help his ease, yet the savage im- 
pulse was so strong that he had to fight against it 
with all the will power he possessed. 

At last he conquered. Fulling himself together, 
he assumed a semblance of composure, although 
it was superficial. Underneath it anger lingered, 
transformed to a cold, calculating determination 
to "show them." It was that cold determination 
which dominated him during the final innings, and 
made him brilliantly accept the chances that came 
his way. Knowing that Dyer and others were 
counting on him to blow up in some way, he took 
a grim satisfaction in thwarting their expectations. 
He soon drove the slower-moving Ziegler to the 
point of pnrple exasperation 1^ the frequency 
with which he invaded the bfweman's territory 
and took assists and put-outs unto himself. When 
he came to bat for the last time, he smashed a 
clean drive through the infield, and passed nep- 
hron a laugh when the first baseman gave him 
plenty of room. Going down to second, he slid 
imder full headway, compelling Lynch to dodge 
his spikes. Yellow, was hef Let them guess 
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again I And finally he oroBsed the plate with, the 
mn which practically won the game. 

Tet it brought him little real satisfaction. He 
had shown the crowd that he was far from being 
a mere flash in the pan, bnt that did not seem 
to be what be wanted. The lurking desire for a 
physical clash with the man who had insulted 
him had not been altogether banished. The sav- 
age in him still contended with Ms other self — 
that dvilized and refined portion of his natnre 
which abhorred brawls and considered brute force 
of little actoal valne in righting a wrong. This 
produced an nnsettled, low-spirited state of mind 
commonly called a grouch. With an air of cold 
aloofness, he went through the process of dress- 
ing, utterly indifferent to the men about him. 
Had one of them made friendly overtures now, 
he would have met a rebuff. The time for that 
was past Even Jim Kelley's hearty words of 
praise and encouragement were received coldly 
and answered in monosyllableB. At the station, 
he lingered until the Sluggers, laughing and jok- 
ing over their victory, climbed aboard the train, 
and took possession of the last car. Then he 
walked to the forward one and took a seat by him- 
self. 

Dyer's insult, and the mental turmoil it pro- 
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dnced, had driven all thonghta of the two girls in 
the stand from hia mind, bat he sndd^y remem- 
bered them, and wondered over their appearance 
in LakeviUe. He knew that the Beids had a sum- 
mer home Bomewhere on the coast; perhaps 
Hermia was visiting her friend Lanra. Some 
twist of events had brought them to this town and 
led them to take in the ball game. 

The train had started, and he was staring 
moodily out at the flying landscape, wondering 
how much the girls had seen of his homiliation, 
when some one stopped beside his seat. He 
looked ap into Kelley's twinkling eyes. 

"Move along a base and make room," requested 
James J. good-hmnoredly. 

In his present mood, Stone would have much 
preferred riding alone, but even his ill humor was 
not proof against the smiling manager. 

"I see I'm forced," he said, hitching to- 
ward the window. 

"I 8 'pose I oughta give you a oall-down," said 
the manager, as he made himself comfortable. 

"If it's due, let it come," responded Pebble in- 
differently. 

"Ton tried to play all over the yard, but I let 
you go as long's it was likely to make some of 
ngr Gharl^-hoss stiffs take a brace. Anyhow. 
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yon Beem to have a battm' eye. And, what give 
me the most satisfaction, you had Monte Ward 
choMn * till he was black in the face. ' ' 

"You think I'll do, then!" inquired the short- 
stop, with a lack of interest in his tone. 

*'0h, mebbe so, mebbe so," answered James J. 
"There's plenty abont the game that you don't 
know, but you're the kind that learns. You 
onghter develop into a real ball player in time, if 
yoti don't get stuck on yourself. Now, what I'd 
like to know is where you've played before." 

Glancing up quickly, Gifford met the older 
man's, gaze fixed intently on him. Mingled with 
curiosity there was a touch of deeper interest, and 
something like suspense, which seemed rather un- 
called for, considering the trivial nature of the 
question. It made Stone almost ashamed of his 
poor little attempt at creating a mystery. 

"I never played on a professional tefun before, 
if that's what you mean," he explained frankly. 
"My experience has been limited to the freshman 
nine at college. 

"Well," said the manager, as if doubtful, "you 
sure made good use of your time, then. Is Stone 
your regular moniker, or one you took for the pro- 
fesht" 
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"My own," wae the prompt assurance. "Bid 
yon think I was ashamed of playing ballt" 

"No; bnt some college men take another name 
so's not to be branded profeasionaL What made 
me ash, though, was becaase Stone happens to 
be the handle of one of the greatest all-round ball 
players I ever knew — old BUs8 Stone. Mebbe 
you've heard of himi" 

The shortstop hesitated an instant before nod- 
ding slightly. "Yea, I think I have. Old-timer, 
wasn't het" 

"One of the best of 'em. There never was an- 
other infielder like Blister — that's what everybody 
called him in those days. Him and me was pals 
for two seasons with the Pirates. Them was the 
good old times, all right." 

Qifford did not look up, and presently Kelley 
asked abruptly: 

"Say, does old Blister happen to be your dadt" 
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THE BEA60K WHT 

STONE lifted his head sharply and turned a 
pair of astonished eyes apon the manager 
as he heard the tatter's qaestion. 

* ' My father I " he exclaimed. ' ' Why, what 
makes yon think — That is, how — " 

Before the other's steady scrutiny, he faltered, 
flushed, stopped. After a moment, he gave Kelley 
sometliing like a defiant look. 

"Well," he questioned crisply, "what if he is?" 

James J.'s ragged face was snddenly split from 
ear to ear by a grin; his hnge brown paw de- 
scended on the yoong man's knee with force which 
made him wince. "Nailed you, didn't It" he 
roared, with a great langb. "As a hit that was 
a sack cleaner. To think of meeting up with old 
Blister's boy like this — having him on my bosh 
team I Wby, I haven't lamped the old scout for 
years and years. No wonder yon cover the infield 
like a carpet, son, with such a dad I" 

"What made yon suspect t" asked Qifford. He 

112 
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was looUng away again, a frowniiig line between 
his brows. "We don't look in the least alike." 

"Not a bit,** agreed Kelley. "Yon're as dif- 
ferent as a foni and a safe hit — except when yonr 
dander's np. That's what g^ve me the notion 
first, the look on yonr mng after Lynch tripped 
yon at second. I says to myself: 'It's old Blister 
all over again.' Can't tell yon just what it was 
— something abont the eyes, the chin, the set of 
your lipa — but it took me back twenty years as 
quick as a flash. Then I remembered the name, 
and you could have knocked me down with a 
feather." He chuckled and settled back in the 
seat "So yon're follerin' in dad's footsteps, 
ehT He started in the sticks, like most of the rest 
of ns. What's he think of it t " 

"He doesn't think," answered Gifford. "He 
hasn't any idea what I'm doing, and I don't want 
him to have — yet." 

"Oh, going to slip one over on him," said the 
manager. "I get yonr signals, son. Going to 
hand him a surprise. Don't worry; 111 keep my 
trap shut Blood will tell. Being old Blister's 
son, I reckon you simply had to get into the 
game." 

"You're wrongl" The younger man's voice 
was emphatic. "I don't like the game I" 
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Kelley*8 jaw sagged, and he stared in bewilder- 
ment at Stone's grim face. "You — ^whatT" he 
exclaimed. 

"I don't like baseball. I never have and never 
shalL Yon wouldn't if the thing had been thruBt 
down your throat from the time you were old 
enough to walk; dioned into your ears and dan- 
gled before your eyes until the sight of a bat or 
ball made you ai<&." The words came from Qif- 
ford's lips with an intensity which denoted a self- 
restrained nature that had bottled up its wrongs 
too long. **From the time I was bom, my father 
set his heart on making a professional ball player 
of me. But he conldn 't have chosen a worse way. 
"When I was only a kid, I had to exercise in the 
gym for hours at a time, throwing, catching, run- 
ning — every day the same thing over and over 
again. I couldn 't do the things I wanted to till all 
that business was out of the way — then I was gen- 
erally too tired to do anything. It was ahnost 
as bad at boarding school, wi& the gym and drill 
and all the rest of it I was draped to games 
when I didn't want to go. Between times he 
talked baseball by the yard before I knew what 
half the terms meant. If I'd been let alone per- 
haps I might have liked the game, as other fel- 
lows do. As it is, there's nothing I dislike more." 
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Stopping abmptly, as if saddenly ashamed of the 
ontboTBt, he glowered oat of the dmgy window. 

KeUey stirred uneasily. "I think I get yon," 
he said after a moment of thought; "bnt yon had 
me fanning for a minute. He took the wrong 
tacdt with you. But if you feel that way, whisper 
in my ear and tell me what you're doing here." 

"I mean to show himi*' Stone answered. "He 
gave me np years ago, bnt he's never quit throw- 
ing it in my teeth. One day he told me I hadn't 
the sense to make even a decent bat boy. He 
said if I had to live on what I could earn as a 
ball player, I'd starve. I've got a theoiy that 
baseball isn't any more difficult to sacoeed at than 
anything else a fellow makes up his mind to do. 
Hard woi^ brains, condition, and sticking to it 
will make a player out of almost any man. It'll 
be a waste of time, but I'm going to pull it off." 

Kelley shook Us head. "Never I" he said. 
"A man's got to have a likin', and a strong one^ 
too, for anything he goes into, in order to make a 
real success of it" 

He surveyed the profile of the youth beside him 
with searching cnriosity. Presently s slow, grim 
snule crooked the big mouth. "But take it from 
me," he added; "you're goin' to like it There's 
more of old Blister in you than I thought" 
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DTEB IN IBOUK.B 

IN a calmer mood, OifFord Stone waa ashamed 
of his somewhat emotional ontborst The 
poasibility of having g^ven KeUey a wrong 
impression of his father likewise made him un- 
comfortable. He might have spared himself that 
amdety. Hastening to add a few words of miti- 
gating explanation, he swiftly disoovered that 
James J. had a thorough knowledge of the elder 
Stone's characteristic peooliarities. 

"Needn't bother to tell me, son," the manager 
broke in. "I know old Bliss. The hit-and-run 
was always his great play, and everybody else 
had to foller his style. He wanted yon to be a 
ball player, and you hadn't a word to say. When 
he batted up against a chunk of his own stubborn- 
ness, he didn't understand that yon was a chip off 
the old block." 

He lapsed into chuckling meditation, and Pebble, 
relieved, did not pursue the subject further. At 
least} he had kept to himself the secret of that 
other shock which, even more than his father's 
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sneers, had stnng him to a reaolution so utterly 
opposed to all his tastes and uicIi&aUons. The 
elder Stone's oatbnrst seemed nnjost and un- 
called for; but, hardened as he was to that sort 
of thing, Gifford might have swallowed it along 
with other slights and sneers and lesser indigni- 
ties had it not been for the bitter surprise of 
Hermia Meredith's nnconscions self -revelation. 

He had gone to her after that uncomfortable 
interview with his father, hurt, sore, and filled 
with a longing for a measure of the aympathetio 
imderstanding she always gave him; but from the 
very start it was evident that their moods were 
not in tune. His sense of ill usage deepened, and 
he drew back into his shell. Moved by that sheer 
perversity which makes one deliberately irritate 
fresh wounds, he presently turned the conversa- 
tiou to the subject he so detested, making the sar- 
castic statement that he thought of going out that 
summer for professional baseball. He was more 
than punished for the rather foolish impulse. 
For a minute she took him seriously, and in that 
brief space he seemed to get an illununaiing 
^impse of her mind which stung him to the quick. 
She really understood him no better than his 
father. Because he had never cared to waste bis 
time upon baseball and other so-called athletic 



iiizedbv Google 



118 THE MAKING OF A BIG LEAQUEE 

sports, she also, thon^t him incapable of sncoeed- 
ing at them. He left the honae, gripped by a stub' 
bom rage; within him the vagae impolse which 
had followed his father's harangne grew like a 
mushroom, and took posaession of his aonL 

It was this dominatiiig purpose which keyed him 
to the accomplishment of an entirely distasteful 
task; as he progressed it seemed to strengthen 
and branch oat instead of growing less. Farther 
than refating his father's sneers and proving to 
Hermia how utterly she had misjudged him, he 
realized as he sat thoughtfully sUent beside Jim 
Kelley that he now had other motives for wish- 
ing to make good at baseball He would show 
the Sluggers that he was as good a man as the 
best of them — and better. Monte Ward's gibes 
«nd sneers, seemingly unheeded at the time, had 
been stored away in a memory almost too reten- 
tive of sli^ts. Even the ridicnle of Johnny Mo- 
EIroy had not been forgotten by this imperturba- 
ble young man, who, among his other someirtiat in- 
congmous characteristics, possessed a good meas- 
ure of the primeval, savage inability to forget 
aninjnry. 

None of the Sluggers suspected this, but if they 
had it would have made no difference in their at- 
titude toward Stone. They had sized him up as 
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being' yellow, and when a man is once branded 
with that most anforgivable crime in the baseball 
decalogue life for him is certain to be far from 
one grand, sweet song. There were no more open 
insults such as had roused the aewbomer's anger 
toward Buck Dyer, but the persistent ignoring of 
him both in the elnbhonse and on the field was 
even harder for Stone to bear without a flare-np. 
His only satisfaction was in a constantly increas- 
ing efficient on the diamond. With stubborn 
single-mindedness, he strained every effort, men- 
tal and physical, to accomplish plays which wonld 
sting and irritate his associates of the team. His 
almost nncanny mental agility gave him a decided 
handicap over the remainder of the infield. He 
seemed to know in advance just where a batter 
wonld hit, and he was continnally scooping chances 
whieh did not belong to him. Before many days 
I>assed, he bad roused the second and third base- 
man and the entire outfield to a state of resentful 
rage. This was not lessened when they found 
that appeals to Manager Kelley were quite fruit- 
less. 

"Oh, quit yonr beefing," admonished James J. 
"I ain't going to spoil a promising fielder by 
hampering him. If he wants to play all over the 
lot, and can pull it off, he can go to it Instead 
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of pntting np a howl, why don't yon dopes show 
more speed yourselves?'* 

This made Stone still more unpopular, bnt he 
told himself that he was past caring what the men 
thought or said of him. He went his way, carry- 
ing ont his plans with a taciturn steadfastness 
which never once lost sight of the goal he meant to 
gain. 

"What do yon think the little rant's doing 
ni^tsT" sneered Pink Ziegler, as he arrived at 
the field one morning, about a week after Stone's 
debut with the Sluggers. 

There were a number of equally sneering an- 
swers, none of which seemed to hit the mark, for 
the second baseman shook his head. "Nothing 
like it,*' he declared. "He*s picked up a couple 
of kids from the village, and every night right 
after supper they*re out here at the park peg- 
ging to bases, fielding grounders, and all that sort 
of thing till dark. I s'pose the fool thinks hell 
get a big drag with the chief working overtime, 
but he doesn't know Jim." 

After that, many pointed references were made 
in Pebble's hearing to common "bootlickers'* who 
tried to get themselves in soft with the manage- 
ment by such practices. Nevertheless, it might 
have been observed that, with the shortstop's 
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steady improvement on the diamond, sach sneers 
became less freqaent, finally ceasing altogether. 
They savored too much of sotir grapes. Further- 
more, the men were waking op to the fact that 
this newcomer was not the flash in the pan they 
bad at first supposed him to be. Though he was 
not particularly popular with the crowd, some of 
the playa he pulled off were so spectacular that 
the applause came, swift and impulsive — the best 
and truest sort of appreciation. 

When the new shortstop had been with the dub 
two weeks, Manager Kelley could see a distinct 
improvement in the playing of the team. The 
men were getting started quicker, batting better, 
making fewer errors. James J. told himself that 
there was nothing like a little jealousy to keep a 
crowd of ball players on their tiptoes. 

Kelley *s scheme of cutting out the rough stuff 
and placing the game on a more scientific basis 
bad not proved altogether a success. Although 
there was a noticeable change for the better, now 
and then at tense moments the Sluggers and their 
opponents reverted to the old snarling, roogb- 
and-tumble methods of fighting for points. This 
was particularly true in contests with the Pan- 
thers. To Stone it was unsportsmanlike, and he 
came to look forward with disgust to their peri- 
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odio encounters with that particalar clnb. This 
was not from any fear of personal damage. He 
was constantly on the lookout for trouble, which 
made it difficult to put over anything on him. Bnt 
it annoyed him exceedingly to waste in this fash- . 
ion mental and physical energy which wonld oth- 
erwise ihave gone into legitimate plays. Even 
though he did not realize it then, sdiooUng of this 
nature was not wasted on him. 

His irritation reached a climax in a game played 
nearly three weeks after he joined the teant The 
Panthers, sore on acconnt of a losing streak, and 
egged on by the approval of the home fans, began 
early in the game with their rowdy tricks, which 
increased with each snoceeding inning. Before 
long the Sluggers started to retaliate in kind. 
Several players on both sides were ruled oflE the 
field, and, though the seventh was reached without 
anydiing more serious happening, a sense of ten- 
sion was apparent in both players and spectators. 

As usual, Dyer's offensive manner and pngna- 
ciouB retorts drew down upon his head a storm of 
invective from the bleacherites, as well as even 
more vicious signs of antagonism from the op- 
posing players. The pitcher had kept himself 
fairly well in band, however, and Stone felt that 
it was through sheer accident — though he could 
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not he absolately sure — that Bonk Mollins, the 
Panther captain and second baBemao, was spiked. 
Nevertheless, a riot ensued, which was quelled 
only when Dyer was sent to the bench and a snb- 
stitnte took his place. 

The Slnggers lost the game by one score, and the 
atmosphere of the dressing room was bine as they 
changed to street clothes. Dressii:^ swiftly, Qif- 
ford listened to the vitriolic comments with an 
nnwonted feeling of agreement. The game should 
have been theirs— woold have been but for the 
nnfur forcing ont of Dyer. Hnch as he disliked 
the man, Pebble was too fair-minded to belittle 
bis skill on the mound. Naturally, however, in 
spite of that involuntary sense of being for the 
first time in accord with his teammates, the short- 
stop made no effort to join in the conversation. 
He strolled ont of the room, leaving the discus- 
sion still raging. Pausing an instant at the door, 
he was wondering whether to wait about the 
grounds or make his way directly to the station, 
when Dyer's voice came clearly to him from' the 
bedlam of sound. 

"I'm going to run down to see Billy Hastings 
for a minute," he was saying. "Hold the train 
till I show up." 

The pitcher appeared, passed :Gifford without 
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a glance, and Bwnng away toward the private en- 
trance. Frowning, Stone followed slowly. No 
matter how indifferent he mig^t be to the attitude 
of Dyer and the rest of the team, he had not yet 
been able to harden hinuelf against the sting of 
such petty slights as this. They treated him as 
if there were something abont his make-Qp which 
rendered him miflt to assodate with them, and 
it angered him more than many a greater insult 
might have done. 

He readied the gate, and bis hand was already 
lifted to pnll it open, when he stopped, listening 
to the mnffled sounds which reached him over the 
high board fence. Suddenly, with a swift jerk, 
he yanked the gate open and stepped outside. 

A knot of stm^ling, snarling men were massed 
in the roadway of the quiet side street, grappled 
so tightly together that GifTord stared, onable im- 
mediately to grasp the meaning of the extraor- 
dinary conflict. Panting, heaving, they appar- 
ently were not trying to fight one another, but 
were struggling to get at something or some one 
ooDoealed in the midst of that dose-pressed mass. 

''Smash him, Billt" nrged a ruffian on the out- 
skirts. "Beat him up for what he done to Bunk. 
Lemxne git at *imt" 

Stone started forward. They were kicking a 
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loan who was down. It was Dyer who lay at the 
bottom of that heap, the helpless Tictim of cow- 
ardly rowdies from the bleadiers, seeking revenge 
for a fancied wrong. Tak«a miawares, probably 
felled by the first blow, the pitcher's boxing skill 
had availed him nothing. Twelve to one, at 
least I Pebble's blood boiled. The insults this 
man had Song at him ponred back Into his mind, 
a vivid, overwhelming flood, as he stood looking on 
in domb amazement. Then a wave of shame swept 
over him for thinking of a personal gmdge at such 
a time, and he leaped into the crowd of hoodlmns 
with a shout like a battle cry. 
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THE TUaN OP THB TIDB 

IN the depths of a pit, black as Egypt's night, 
Stone heard a voice, faint and far away* at 
first, bat swiftly growing plainer and clearer 
as returning consciousness made him aware that 
he still lived after the crashing down npon his 
head of the heavens and all the stars. 

"Game as they come, that's what he is," the 
voice was saying. "I eat what I said about him 
being yellow. He tackled the whole bunch all by 
his lonesome; and fight — well, a dozen wild cats 
couldn't match him I He near had the gang 
breaking and running away when somebody hit 
him on the head with a rock. Then yon boys 
sifted in just in time to save us both from being 
ki(^ed into ribbons." ' 

Gifford recognized the voice as Dyer's even be- 
fore he opened his eyes and discovered that his 
head was resting on Manager Kelley's knee. All 
around him were the faces of the Sluggers — 
friendly, sympathetic, anxious faces. The ruf- 
fians who formed the attacking party had van- 
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ished. Dyer, somevhat dusty and battered, did 
not appear to be seriously banned. 

' ' I— I Ibought — ' ' mombled Sto^e, trying to rise 
and feeling weak and giddy. 

"I'm all right, ^d, thanks to yoa," said the 
pitdier promptiy. "Yon created a diversion so 
that I came through with just a few bmises ; but 
for you they'd have left me stiff, I reckon." 

To th6 surprise of all, the new player poshed 
aside helping hands and rose to his feet His 
head was throbbing and buzzing, but he insisted 
that he was all right. "If I knew anything about 
fighting, I might have lasted a little longer," he 
said. "All I could do was butt in and hit right 
and left" 

Dyer grinned. "Let me say that you sure have 
a wallop. You knocked down four men that I 
saw, and I was too busy to keep t^e score par- 
ticular and careful. I've a notion you'd make 
a rather swift little scrapper, and if you want to 
learn the rudiments of handlin' your dukes I'll be 
glad to show you how much I don't know about 
fighting, myself." 

Under the superficial banter of his tone, there 
was no mistaking his evident desire to make up 
for the past. For a moment Gifford hesitated, 
strongly inclined to turn down the pitdier's 



iiizedbv Google 



128 THE MAKING OF A BIG LEAGUEB 

friendly overtures and show them all how Uttle 
he really cared for their good wilL Bat all at 
once he realized that he did care. His attitude 
of cold indifference was nothing bnt a sham. He 
craved the IntLmate companionship, even the oc- 
casional horse-play, which mlivened the idle mo- 
ments of the bnshers. From all this he had 
hitherto been barred. If they were ready to lift 
the embargo he would be very foolish not to meet 
Dyer's advances at least halfway. 

"Hope yoa're not making that offer becanse 
yon think I won't take it np," he sud, forcing a 
smile. 

"No I" The pitcher's tone was emphatic. "I 
mean it" 

"It's abargain," said Stone. "Bnt I hope yon 
dont start this buzz planer going in my head 
every time yon hit me." His fingers gingerly 
toadied the place where he had been hit with the 
rock. "They added a beantifal hay window to 
my upper story, didn't theyt Well, I'm satisfied 
to get oflf without having a skylight in my roof." 

His eyes twinkled, and there was an infectious 
quality about his grin which brou^t responsive 
smiles to several faces. 

"Mebbe he's a good lad, after all," commented 
Bull Johnson to a fellow player as the crowd 
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broke ap and started for the station. "Anyhow, 
he ain't yellow. Buck knows he was wrong aboni 
tiiat, now." 

Before many days had passed^ the big catcher's 
opinion became nnanimons among the Sluggers. 
Believed from the necessity of being constantly 
on the defensive, Stone oame out astonishingly, 
betraying nnexpectedly the possession of a sense 
of humor and a fertility of invention which speed- 
ily added much to the entertainment of the team, 
little by little, as a qnality is perfected with con- 
stant practice, the new shortstop's ready wit be- 
came sharpened. There was no taint of mean- 
ness in his f on ; but his sense of the Indicrons was 
so strong that he never lost a point 

It was in verbal altercations with the Panthers, 
or the Brownies, or the Lakeville Beds, that 
Stone's talent blossomed to its fullest flower. In 
the midst of a snarling clash of contending voices, 
his cool, drawling tones would cut through the 
flow of vituperation with some pithy remark 
which almost invariably turned the laugh on one 
of the opposing players. If the latter attempted 
to answer ba^, he only plunged deeper into the 
morass of persiflage. Pebble was rarely at a loss. 
Several times he achieved the triumph of rousing, 
for an instant, a great roar of involnntary langh- 
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ter from a man's own teammates. More than 
once he had redaced Monte Ward — ^whom he 
seemed especially to delight in harassing — to the 
point of apoplexy. 

At first, varioas rongher methods of retaliating 
were attempted by the ball players, but here, also, 
they ran np against a solid wall. Stone never 
allowed his playing to digress from the line of 
clean, straight baseball, hot he showed an ability 
to take care of himself on the diamond. A base- 
man who attempted to block the harmless-look- 
ing mnner was quite likely to find himself inex- 
plicably biting the dast. A husky Panther, seek- 
ing deliberately to spike the little shortstop, wonld 
suddenly recoil from the touch of the sharp brads 
into which he had run apparently with inexcusa- 
ble awkwardness. There was no use appealing 
to the umpires.' These officials, much as they 
might long to take sides with the injured one, 
were unable to point out a sin^e movement of 
the a^e shortstop which was not perfectly cor- 
rect There was a gradual lessening of these fu- 
tile tricks, and soon they ceased altogether. 

No one could have been more thankful for this 
than Pebble himself. He had found no enjoyment 
in the methods to which he had been driven for 
self-protection. The necessity of being con- 
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siantly on the alert for unfair attacks took mnch 
of his attention from the legitimate game. 

His attitude toward baseball had not under- 
gone any definite change. He still disliked the 
game as much as ever, bnt he was more than 
ever determined to make good. Knowing better 
than any one else how far he fell short of tiie stand- 
ard he had set for himself, he grudged every mo- 
ment that was not directed toward the desired end. 
And Kelley, watching critically from bench and 
coaching lines for flaws and limitations, took note 
of the improvement. 

"He's the kind that climbs fast or blows up 
suddenly," the manager concluded. "I'd like to 
give him a boost, and I'll do it the minute I^ sure 
it won't do him more Burt than good." 

As the summer progressed, with the Sluggers 
taking more and more of a lead in the Warren 
County X^eague race, the veteran manager was 
having his own private little stru^le to do what 
he considered the right thing. He could not 
blind himself to the fact that the team's increased 
efficiency was dne in no small measure to the 
spur of the excellent playing of this unknown son 
of a famous father. Though Stone was by this 
time on good terms with the entire team, there 
still remained a spirit of friendly rivalry which 
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made the other men strain every effort to keep 
np with him — or as close as possible. He was, 
in short, a sort of pacemaker whom it was dis- 
tinctly to Kelley's interest to hold as loi^ as he 
possibly could. In addition, the manager had 
come more and more to like the boy personally ; 
he wanted to have him about 

Bnt it was Uie very fact that he had become so 
fond of Pebble, conpled with the memory of friend- 
ship for his father, which made ^t impossible for 
him to do the selfish thing and keep the yonng man 
where he was. Scarcely a day passed that did 
not see Kelley advising, criticizing, sn^esting, 
giving freely ont of the wealth of his experience 
in order that the infielder might more swiftly elim- 
inate his faults and cmdities and swing himself 
np the next rung of the ladder. 

Toward the end of the season, when the time 
seemed ripe, the manager wrote and dispatched 
a brief epistle which resnlted, a few days later, 
in tiie appearance in the grand stand of a short, 
stout stranger with nose glasses, who looked ex- 
actly like a jovial drummer. This person *s inter- 
est was centered on one of the players, whom he 
watched closely. 

The Sluggers were to play the Beds, who were 
pushing them fairly close in the final spurt for the 
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championship. Pehble, nnconscioTis of anything 
special abont the oocasion, gave an average exhi- 
bition of his nnnsnal talents. When he shot into 
Pink Ziegler's territoiy to scoop a difiSonlt 
grounder, the stranger in the stand frowned 
slightly. Later, when tbe shortstop captured a 
hit which the left fielder should have taken, the 
fat man's disgust was patent Even Stone's ex- 
ceptional hitting did not cause the watcher to dis- 
play enthusiasm. 

At the conclusion of tbe game, the stranger de- 
scended upon the field and walked up to Kdley, 
who bad lingered behind, as if expecting bis ap- 
proach. 

"Well, how about itt" the manager demanded, 
in tbe perfunctory tone of one who already knows 
what the answer will be. 

Tbe rotund person's lip curled. "You're a 
good one," be retorted tartly, "trying to put that 
across on me I" 

Kelley's jaw sagged and an expression of be- 
wilderment overspread his countenance. **Wa- 
wbatl" he gasped. "You mean to say yon ain't 
— going to take bimt" 

"Take nntbin' I" said tbe scout "I'm jeny to 
yon, Jim. You oant double cross me." 
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BIB BEOULAB BITLB 

FOB an instant the manager stared, frown- 
ing. Then his jaws dosed with a snap, 
and his eyebrows straightened. But he 
did not lose his temper. 

"Yon've got some Mnd of a bee bnzzing ronnd 
in yonr bonnet, Con," he said, "but I'm hanged 
if I know what it is. Suppose yon let me have 
it straight I never double-crossed a friend yet," 
he added, "and I reckon I'm too old to begin 
now." 

The scout shrugged his plomp shoulders doubt- 
ingty. "Do you mean to say, Jim," he asked, 
"that yon didn't tell yonr players, both outfield 
and in, to hold bat^ and let yonr shortstop ma^ 
the play when he could reach itf " 

"If I did," blurted James J., "I hope to be 
shot in my tracks t That's his reglar style, Con ; 
he didn't do anything special to-day. I've let 
him go to it, for it sort of prods the others to work 
harder. When it comes to coverin' groimd, he's 
a howlin' snowstorm — a reg'lar blizzardl" 
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t wktnnX in » \\\M\ >a ttw tktt«<s\ V 
A" 

^T£ ««■ (uak I pat hitu wt(i4\ ,YM(l'tf« \\\\\\\\a W 
tmK ite k^rimt mark. 1 wvpv pv\*h v^l^^>^^v^>s^ 
fi»k^. H« polls off Uwtktmlttlfiit\t(V\«\v\\ \U\ 

hA JuMs J. took him bjr tl)t> nritt Htttt \^\v\tstssvtvv^ 
Mm to tbe manager's prlvntt> ottttHv, (l*tMV Us ts-sssi^ 
koB the official reconl of tliP Wmvi^H VS\mm(,\ 
league games in whiol) Stoiif ttH«t l^HilUM^M^'st 
"Wliile this record cnMlItotl Ww Shtimvv •l^\«tt'-h«t« 
vith a remarkable miuiltttr ul* \\\\\ \\\\\* v,\\\\ m* 
sists, a little figuring rt>vonlm) lliu \t\\\\\\ laU^A '(^\^ 
that his fielding percontiitftt whh ttt^lt^r \\\m\ ^^nV 
"The figgers look pn>lty fttii',*' Htlm(t(>>\\ »t*\* 
representative of a rpuMtrntlut) itmittt^t'i'i '"M\\\ m« 
long's 7on swear you *n) k'^''>iK '»^ uli'tttultt utv\»\Ui 
111 take a ohanoo on tho boy. \\\\l \t htt tttnti i^tt 
to be solid ivory, don't ovpr oall mw dmvn U>t\» 
the pastures again to look at uity of yww |M'i«« 
berries. Like the rest of 'em, I »^\k\*v> hv> th)itk« 
he knows it all a'ready, and he'll havn to hava 
that tal»n out of him to start with." 
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"Ton'Il find him ready and eag«r to leam, and 
what he's told once he rememberg." 

"He's the kind that vants to play every instm- 
ment in the band, that's one thing ails him," crit- 
icized the visitor. 

"That's just hia way- of trying to do his level 
best all the time," defended Kelley. 

"A fine way to get the team aa sore as crabs. 
Ain't yoQ foond it sof " 

"Not to any disast'rons extent," said Kelley. 
"There was some growlin' at first, bnt I put the 
muzzle on, and it stopped. His example's been 
good for the others. Since I took him on the 
team has speeded np twenfy per cent" 

"That's interestin*," admitted the aoont. "Ill 
tell the chief. Let's have Stone in and settle the 
basiness." 

If Pebble was surprised at the proposition made 
bim by the scont of the Badgers, he did not show 
it. He seemed aa cool and unimpressed aa If the 
Atlantic Coast League had been merely another 
bush oi^nization of the caliber of the Sluggers. 
Having signed for no more than the present sea- 
son with Kelley, he was in a position to drive a 
bargain with Stillman. This be proceeded to do 
in a most bnsinesslike way. Bat after he had 
left the rongh little office of the manager and 
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was crossing the empty^ field toward the gate, his 
freckled face expanded in a wide grin. 

"Pretty soft," be told himself delightedly. 
"Think of being tip against Johnny McEIroy and 
his crowd next yearl I was a joke for Johnny 
the first time we met, bat if there's any baseball 
in me, maybe I'll do the laughing next I" 

Even more gratifying, as he thoughtfully con- 
sidered the advance, was the satisfaction of hav- 
ing taken another step toward the ultimate goal. 
He smiled grimly as he thought of his father; 
he thrilled with triumph as he recalled Hermia 
Meredith's regret and pity because of his inability 
to make good at just what he was doing now. 
He had no intention of taking either of them into 
his confidence yet, but the mere fact of having 
such a secret bottled np within him was the source 
of no little pleasure. 

The season of the Warren County League 
ended on labor Day in a blaze of glory for the 
Singers. When it came time for Pebble to pull 
np stakes and start for home, he found himself 
oddly reluctant to say good-by. There was little 
that was refined about his teammates of the bush. 
They murdered the king's English, scrapped on 
the least provocation, and at table several of them 
placed more dependence on the knife Qian is the 
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custom in polite society. Nevertheless, Stone waa 
surprised and not a little pazzled by a sadden 
realization that he had formed an attachment for 
them. A few months ago he would have sworn 
such a thing impossible. Without his being aware 
of it, his views of baseball and of the men who 
made a business of playing the game were under- 
going a change. 

They shook bis hand, thumped bim on the bac^ 
told him they were black with envy, and wished 
him luck in the league higher up. Kelley poured 
a flood of advice into his listening ear. 

Acting on the suggestion of Con StiOman, Gif- 
ford had arranged to stop oS at the Badgers' 
home town for the purpose of meeting Manager 
Brody. It needed little persuasion to induce Buck 
Dyer, who was headed for New York to take up 
his winter work, to make the jonmey with him. 

Early in the afternoon, the two alighted from 
the train and entered a lunch room for a bite to 
eat It was too late to see Brody before the game, 
BO they took a car out to the grounds, secured 
seats, and settled down to enjoy the pleasure of 
watching other people play ball. 

To Stone, at least, this pleasure was vastly 
increased by the fact that the Badgers' opponent 
was none other than Johnny McElroy'e Maroons. 



iiizedbv Google 



HIS BEGULAE STYLE 139 

"With an odd amasement which held in it no trace 
of the irritation the man had formerly aroused 
in him, he watdied the antics of the manager on 
the coaching line; but when the Maroons took the 
field, he tomed hia attention to the players, curi- 
ons to see how the work of these men, which had 
impressed him so greatly at the beginning of the 
summer, wonld seem now, in the light of increased 



"They got a new lad on third," suddenly re- 
marked Dyer. "Wonder who he isT" 

Stone's glance shifted from the wiry Slats Bam- 
sey at short to the tall, well-bnilt" third baseman 
who had jnst whipped the ball across the diamond 
with an easy, powerfnl swing. He caught his 
breath sharply, staring down at the man with an 
expression of amazed incredulity. 

McElroy's new third baseman was none other 
than Chalmers Bobinson, Stone's classmate, and 
his most dangerous rival for the favor of Hermia 
Meredith. 
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WITH UKNBGESBABY SWEBTITEaB 

AT first Pebble could scarcely believe Uie 
evidence of Mb eyes, bat swiftly he saw 
that there eoald be no donbt of the m&n^s 
identity. He wonld have been more than human 
had he not presently felt a thrill of satisfaction 
at the realization that this fellow, who had always 
pretended to scorn professional athletics, was now 
doii^ predsely what he had so often cried ont 
against Immediately Stone wondered whether 
Bobinson's appearance with the Maroons marked 
the date of his essaying the game as a paid player. 
Somehow, he had a conviction that it did not, and 
he was seized by a desire to learn how long Chal- 
mers had been carrying on the deception. He re- 
solved to find ont. 

It was during the eighth inning that he took 
Dyer into his confidence and sought his aid. 
"Yon see how it is, old man," he concluded. "I 
don't want him to know that I've been asking 
about him, so I can *t very well brace Johnny Mack 
myself. Ton know McElroy, and yon oould look 
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him up after the game and find out sU about it 
While you're doii^ that, I'D settle with Brody, 
and well meet at the station." 

The pitcher was willing to oblige him, and they 
separated jnst before the finish of the game. 
Taking care to avoid both McElroy and Bobin- 
son, Qifford sought the manager of the Badgers. 
When he reached the station, Dyer was waiting 
for bim. 

"That friend of youm strong you all right," 
Bnck chackled. "Mack dng him ont of a jerk- 
water New Hampshire league about a month ago. 
Johnny's got him signed up for next season." 

"But he is being paid nowf " asked Pebble. 

"Of course," was the anphatic reply. "He's 
been paid for the last two summers for playing 
on the Belton team of the White Mountain League 
— ^fifty a month this year and forty last He's a 
fine piece of cheese to bawl ont the profession, be- 
lieve me I" 

There was a grim smile on Pebble's lips as he 
led the way toward the train which was just pull- 
ing in. He had never liked Chalmers Robinson, 
and he felt no small satisfaction over the knowl- 
edge that the man was a hypocrite who masquer- 
aded in false colors. 

But presently the snule faded, as he thought of 
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Hermia and wondered how mach she realty cared 
for the fellow. She had no idea, of course, of the 
deception which lay beneath the attractive exte- 
rior, and Stone felt almost in duty bound to warn 
her. Swiftiy, however, the unpnlse died. It 
wonid be imposBible. She wonld think him moved 
by petty jealonsy. She would refnse to believe 
the story; even if proofs were brought, she wonld 
probably reject them. 

He parted with I^er in the Grand Central, and 
took a oar uptown. It was with not a little re- 
lief that he fotmd his father away on a bosiness 
trip. Physically altered as he was by a strennons 
emnmer in the open, he coold scarcely have hoped 
to escape comment and qaestions, and the elder 
Stone would never have been content by the vague 
explanations which satisfied the mother. 

For the same reason, Pebble avoided most of 
his friends daring the short time before college 
opened. But, as lock wonld have it, on his last 
day in the city, he ran into Laura Beid on the 
avenue. She was as vivacious as usual, and he 
remarked in her manner an exaggerated sweet- 
ness he had noticed at other times when she had 
something particularly disagreeable to Impart. 

In her gushing way, she wondered where he 
had been all snmmer to get so brown — so posi- 
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lively athletic looking. Had she known where to 
£nd him, she snrely wonld have had him up at 
Mohassett whUe Hermia was there. Sudi a dear 
^rl, and ao popular I Of course he had heard 
aboat Chalmers Bobinson and Henniaf Oh, yes, 
it was practically settled, although as yet there 
had been no announcement. It was merely a ques- 
tion of time. 

She seemed bent on babbling on indefinitely, bnt 
Stone cat her short, almost rudely, and made hia 
escape. 

"Nice kitty; how soft your far is I" he mut- 
tered as he fled. "Well, it's certain they didn't 
recognize me that day at Lakeville, or I'd have 
heard of it from her. It's lucky I didn't run into 
them again, with Mohassett not a dozen mUes 
away." 

The meeting made him thankfol he was taking 
the night train for Cumberland; another meeting 
with Miss Beid, he felt, would be more than he 
could stand. 

He found the college apparently the same, but 
aa the days passed he became slowly oonscioas of 
a difference. Formerly he had been content with 
his work and the mild relaxations of the small 
circle of congenial students — fellows who took the 
same course, were intensely interested in their 
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Btndies, and not at all averse to talking shop at 
any and all times. On his return, Stone expected 
to pick np the threads he had dropped in Jtme ; 
he was puzzled and disturbed when he discovered 
how difScolt that was. Instead of finding pleas- 
ure in the old crowd, with their irregular meet- 
ings in one another's rooms and their aerious dis- 
cussions, he was bored. 

He presently came to the conclusion that this 
uncomfortable restlessness must be due to the 
nnuBual natare of bis sununer's work, and the ir- 
responsible character of the men with whom he 
had been associated. He told himself that he 
would surely get back into the old rut before long. 
But somehow he did not. Instead, aa the crisp 
autumn weeks swept on toward chilly winter, he 
drifted slowly away from Ihe old oonditiona. 

He began making regular daily trips to the 
gym, where he spent hours in vigorous exercising. 
iUnable to participate in the spring training of the 
Badgers, this was his only way to keep in shape ; 
and he was determined not to start the coming 
season, more than a month late, under the handi- 
cap of poor physical condition. He kept up his 
boxing, too, ptu^y because it was excellent ex- 
ercise, but quite as much, it must be confessed, 
because of his inborn dislike for doing anything 
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halfway. He grew to enjoy the varsity football 
games, took long tramps, skated, played hockey, 
even dabbed in basket ball. 

He made new friends — ^friends of a different 
type from those who had satisfied him his first 
three years of college. Some of these made fine 
showings in the classrooma ; others did not. Bnt 
eadi one possessed qualities of both mental and 
physical alertness, and the broadmindedness of 
men who do things. Pebble grew to like them very 
well indeed, and his feeling seemed to be recipro- 
cated. Sometimes he was smitten by qnalms for 
having quite deserted his former associates, bat 
l^ the time Christmas vacation came romid he - 
was entirely off with the old and on with the 
new. 

Xa all these weeks he had heard no word from 
Hermia Meredith, which was rather to be ex- 
pected, considering the fact that he himself had 
not written. At first he had refrained from a 
sort of pique at her evident preference for the 
other man. As the months passed, it grew in- 
creasingly difficult to start the correspondence, 
until at last be told himself that he would wait till 
the midwinter recess and see with his own eyes 
how matters stood. 

On the last day in the gym, the place was well 
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-filled. After his ezerdse, be spent a lively Italf 
hour in the tank, with some of the swimmers; 
then, flushed and panting, his slim, well-knit body 
glowing from Ms exertions, he was acnrrjong 
though the dressing room when the gleam of some- 
thing bright on the floor close beside the row of 
lockers halted him abmptly. 

"Somebody's getting careless in his old age,'* 
he murmured, as he bent over and picket^ np a gold 
watch with a dangling ribbon and heavy fob at- 
tached. 

He turned it over, looking for marks of iden- 
tification. The case was bare of initial or mono- 
gram, the handsome fob unmarked. "Some ket- 
tlel" commented Pebble, as he snapped open the 
case. "If I had one as good as this — " 

The words ceased with the abruptness of a 
cut telephone connection; for there was a photo- 
graph pasted carefully on the inside of the gold 
case — a ^I's photograph. And the eyes and the 
firm, sweet month were those of Hermia Mere- 
dith — ^Hermia, who had consistently scorned the 
type of prl who distributes her likeness carelessly 
broadcast 

"It's all very well if a person's actually en- 
gaged," she had told him when he begged a year 
ago for the very picture from which this face had 
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been eat; "but I don't give them to anybody, Oif< 
ford, so yon needn't feel hurt." 

A rush of vivid color flooded the joxmg man's 
face. There was only one inference to draw; 
only one man to whom the watch eonid possibly 
belong. As h& realized how well it all fitted in 
with the conversation he bad overheard weeks be- 
fore, be was filled with a sodden diildiah longing 
to dash the costly thing of gold and delicate 
mechanism to the concrete floor. Then he saw 
Chalmers Bobinson appear at the farther end of 
the long room and move slowly down the line of 
lockers, his eyes fixed searchingly on the floor. 

Pebble snapped the watch case shut, struggled 
desperately for an instant for composure, and 
tamed toward his successful rival. "Lost some- 
thingl" he called in an elaborately casual tone. 

Bobinson glanced up quickly. "Yes, my watch. 
I must have dropped — TouVe found iti'* His 
voice was foil pf relief as he stepped swiftly for- 
ward and took the article from Stone's out- 
stretched hand. "Jovel I wouldn't have had 
anything happen to this for the world. Where 'd 
you pick it up T" 

"Here, half a second ago. I was jnst won- 
dering whose it was. Yon onght to have your 
initials put on.'* 
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"I mean to. Bat it waBu't so much the watch 
I was thinlriTig of — " Bobinson's emphasis was 
faintly significant. His eyes were fixed intently 
on Stone's face for a second before he thmst the 
watch into his fob pocket. 

Stone finished dressing in gloomy abstraction. 
That evraiing he accepted an invitation — ^pre- 
vioTlsly declined — ^to spend his vacation in Wash- 
ington. The first week of the new year saw him 
back at Cmnberland without having gone within 
two hundred miles of New York. 
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CHAPTER TJX 

CHEEBf WITH SPOTS OF OLOOU 

GIFFOED passed rapidly through the vaii- 
otis degrees of gloom nsaally experienced 
by a man who has been thrown down 
hard, starting with the stoic demeanor of an early 
Christian martyr and ending with the simnlatioK 
of gay nonchalance calculated to hide — ^not en- 
tirely, of coarse, but jnst enongh to contrast ef- 
fectively with occasional periods of romantic mel- 
ancholy — ^tbe fact of a broken heart. Not that 
his feeling for Hermia Meredith lacked depth; but 
yonth is elastic, and Pebble was not the sort to 
brood long over an irremediable grief. 

Those three weeks in Washington, with the 
constant snccesaion of new sights and interests, 
helped astonishingly to soften the first bitterness. 
Before he had been at college a week all that re- 
mained of Stone's disappointment was a nagging 
little hnrt whenever he thought of Hermia, and 
a sti^ngthened determination to make a name for 
himself in organized basebalL It was, he felt—' 
rather boyishly — his most effectual means of open- 
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ing MisaMeredith 's eyes to the gravity of her hub- 
take. 

Thongh he. made no oonscions effort to avoid 
Chahaers Bobinson, Pebble saw little of him dnr^ 
iDg the winter term. The handsome chap trav- 
eled with a small, ultra-select, and deddedly sporty 
clique of seniors who had little use for the diver- 
sions of the common herd. Jnat how they em- 
ployed their leisure moments was not accurately 
known, but there occasioniilly sifted through the 
student body rumors of midnight poker which 
made Pebble wonder how Bobinaon managed to 
hold up his end in a crowd noted for their wealthy 
parents and sinfully lavish allowances. 

"Beckon he must always win," Stone condnded. 
"He's the sort to do that, somehow." 

But his asaociationa did not prev^it Robin- 
son's prompt response to the first call for baseball 
material To show up amidst the motley array of 
nervous underclassmen, tall, gracefnl, assured in 
his well-worn uniform with its magic "C" which 
he had carried triumphantly for two years; to 
catch the whispered comments of admiration or 
envy; to feel that every eye was watching his 
slightest movement — all this was sweet incenBe to 
his nostrils. 

He loved, too, to be in the midst of a throng of 
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youngsters, who hong breathlessly upon his words. 
Stone, straTing into the cage during one of the 
early days of indoor hattjng practice, came upon 
him holding forth to three or four Bophomores 
on the sanctity of the amateur athlete and the low 
estate of the profeaaional. It was a pet topic 
with Robinson — almost an obsession. Pebble 
paused now, his lips curling. A moment later he 
had the satisfaction of meeting Bobinson'a eye, 
and, with a meaning smile, passed on to watch the 
batting. 

It was not the first time he had been drawn 
hither by a restless desire to see how things were 
going, and it was very far from easy to stand idly 
by when his fingers itched to close around a bat. 
The team this year was woefully short of good 
material. Gifford realized tiiis from observation 
without the need of Jerry Craodall 's constant lam- 
entations. If only it were possible for him to 
play, he knew he could plug a big hole in the 
infield better than any one they had in view. He 
railed bitterly and with ever increasing vehe- 
mence against the unjust laws of amateur athletics 
which kept him tied hand and foot when his col- 
lege needed him. 

"A fellow can be a w^ter, deck hand, or any 
other thing he feels like, to earn a little vacation 
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money," he mourned, "but he can't play ball. It 
doesn't seem a fair deal at all" 

Once — it was after ontdoor practice had com- 
menced and the efficiency of the dwindling sqnad 
had aronsed Stone to a high pitch of rebellion — 
he serionsly asked himself why, after all, he 
shouldn't go ont with the others. Plenty of col- 
lege men did it every year without being fomid 
out. Bobinson, for instance, was a living example 
that a man could be a professional for three years 
and yet preserve his amateur standing. And 
Bobinson was working for personal glory, while 
Pebble thought only of the success of his college 
team. The chances were a hundred to one against 
any one's knowing of his summer work in New 
England. If he were not fomid out, what harm 
would be done f 

But somehow he was not satisfied with these 
sophistries. Just or unjust, the mle regarding 
professionaUsm was plain and unequivocal, and 
honorable men were bound to abide by it. If 
Bobinson chose to make of himself a living lie, 
that was his biisiness ; but he could not step down 
into the same class. 

No doubt it would have been better had he kept 
away from the athletic field. There he was tor- 
mented watching the daily struggle made by cap- 
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tain and coach to lick the team into shape. Nearly 
every afternoon — aometimea alone, more often 
■with his chom, Billy Trowbridge, or acme other 
friend — ^he showed np during practice nntil he 
hecame almost as mach of a fixture as the regular 
players. 

"Since yon're so crazy about it," remained 
Trowbridge half jokingly one day shortly before 
the first regular game, ' ' I don 't see why you don 't 
tiy for the team. Seems to me I have a vagae 
recollection of your being on the freshman nine 
three years ago." 

Pebble grinned broadly. "Thank Heaven yonr 
recollection is vague. What I remember hurts 
like an nlcerated tooth. I played in just two 
games. In the last one, I enrolled my name on 
the tablet of fame, along with others, who have 
stolen second with the bases fnll. Selah!" 

"A diampion bonehead play I" Trowbridge 
laughed. "I gather that yonr interest here is 
more theoretical than practical, then." 

"Let it go at that," agreed the other. "It 
sounds well, whatever it means. Anyhow, I hate 
to think of the old college being done brown on 
both sides, like a fried egg. There's a leak some- 
where in the gas pipes," he added, with his eyes 
fixed on Chalmers Robinson. 
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BobinBon was orating, in bis asnal fashion, on 
the reoent pablio exposure and downfall of a 
prominent amateur athlete with a semi-profes- 
sional past. Trowbridge listened amusedly for a 
moment, and then raised his eyebrows. 

"I Boppose what he says is all tme Aiongh," he 
remarked; "but he certainly has a little-tin-god- 
on-wheels way of saying it. Well, I must heat it 
By-by." 

Left alone. Stone stood there, his tips onrling. 
"Bolsnson," he called, "look here a minute." 

Astonished, the man addressed tamed and 
stared indignantly at the person who had smn- 
moned him so peremptorily. For an instant, it 
seemed as if be meant to snap ont a sarcastic re- 
fusal; but something in Qifford's face must have 
stirred his curiosity, for he shragged his shoul- 
ders and lounged languidly over. 

"Well, what do you want of me?" he inquired 
disagreeably. 

"Not much," answered the young man. "I 
thouj^t I'd pve you a bit of advice. I've heard 
you blowing a lot about professional athletics 
lately. If I were in your place, I 'd quit * ' 
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A TBT FOB HOICB 

AFLAME of angry crimson Ieai>ed into 
Bobinaoa's face, and his eyes narrowed. 
"Ton blamed little rtmtl" he rasped 
furiously. "What do you mean by thati" 

Giflford smiled pleasantly. "Johnny McElroy's 
Maroons are a pretty fast little bunch of ball 
players, aren't theyl" he remarked suavely. "I 
happen to know Johnny. I know about the new 
third baseman he brought from the White Moun- 
tain League in August. Bo yon get meT" 

Evidently Bobinson did. He turned white, 
then crimsoB, and finally a pale, unhealthy gray. 
His air of pompous self-aufiSciency vanished as 
swiftly as the gas from an exploded balloon. He • 
looked wilted. Finally he moistened his dry lips 
nervously and shot a furtive glance at Gifford. 

"You're not — going* to — ^pnt them wise?" he 
asked in a low, uneven voice. 

"No," returned Pebble contemptuously. "Per- 
haps I ought Anyway, I can't stand any more 
of your driveling- hypocrisy. Cut it out" 

166 
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He tnrned away abruptly, missing the ^are 
of impotent fury cast after him by the crestfallen 
man he had htmiiliated. The satisfaction of tek- 
mg the wind out of his rival's sails had put him 
in good hmnor. He joked with Bob Crosby, the 
varsity fall back, who was as interested as him- 
self in the baseball situation, cha£Fed several otheo 
onlookers, and finally ended by volunteering to 
fungo flies for the squad. 

It was something he had hitherto refrained 
from doing. He had a suspicion that, once he 
got a bat in his hands, he would forget caution 
and give himself away. While he was not in the 
least ashanled of his smnmer occupation, he saw 
no reason why it should become the subject of 
public comment and cziticiBm. 

There was something exhilarating in the mere 
heft of the bat and the strong, dioppy swing with 
which he drove the ball whistling into the out- 
field. Before he had been at it five minutes, he 
completely lost himself in the sheer pleasure of 
this absurdly simple act He was nnconsdoua 
of surprised glances and whispered comments, 
when, now and then, he deftly caught the ball 
with one band; and once he could not resist the 
desire to line it down to second, which he did with 
accurate ease that was in itself a betrayal. 
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Crandall^B voice, aonoiincing the end of practice 
for the day, brought him at last to earth, and he 
caught the capttun'a questioning glance fixed upon 
him. 

' ' Now the Bonp *B on the tablecloth I * ' he thought, 
as he slid into his coat and moved rapidly away. 
"If they get after me, I may be compelled to own 
np I cant come ont becanse I'm a profes- 
sional " 

He fairly flew from the field, purposely deaf to 
a shont or two from behind. He made straight 
for his room in the dormitory. He wanted a few 
minutes to collect himself. They would be down 
on him when they knew. It was really a shame 
that a man in his position, who did not need to 
play ball for money, should have made himself 
a professional when the team needed him so 
badly. 

*'But I had a reason," he reminded himself as 
he ran np the stairs and flung open the door of 
his room. **I'd never — " 

He stopped abruptly, his e^es widening. 'A 
square, broad-shouldered, florid man of fifty odd 
stood frowning out of the window, one hand in his 
pocket jingling keys and silver with a vehemence 
which auj^sted extreme impatience. He looked 
round sharply. 
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"Why — fatherl" stammered Gifford. "I had 

no idea — Is anything the matterT" 

"Matter!" repeated the older man tartly. 
"What wouldn't be the mattert I've been cool- 
ing my heels in this hole a good hour waiting for 
yoa to come in. Yonr mother's down at the hoteL 
Nothing would do bnt she most break the trip to 
Chicago by stopping off here — as a surprise!" 
He emphasized the word qneerly. "That comes 
of yonr piking off to Washington instead of com- 
ing home, where yon belong. Well, don't yon nn- 
derstand me T Perhaps I'd better formally extend 
an invitation to dine at the hotel and spend the 



"Not necessary, sir," his son assnred him 
qnietly. "It wont take me five minutes to 
change. If yon don't want to wait, I'll come along 
later." 

Beyond an added touch of color and a slight 
tightening of his lips, he seemed oblivions to the 
verbal assanlt. He was used to this sort of thing, 
particularly when his father's notoriously short 
temper had been at all tried. Although he ac- 
cepted it all with outward indifference, not even 
custom had sufficed to banish a feeling of indig- 
nant protest against the older man's frequently 
unjust treatment of his only son. 
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"Hah!" gmnted Bliss Stone. "If you won't be 
more than five minates. 111 wait." 

He .tomed back to the window. For a few 
momenta the silence was tmbrofaen save by the 
sounds made by the younger man as he rapidly 
changed his clothes. "Still keen to break Into the 
sawbones game, I s'posef " suddenly rranarked the 
elder man in a tone which left no doubt as to his 
complete contempt for his son's chosen profes- 
sion. 

"Yes, sir." 

"Huht" The keys jangled. "Anymancaube 
a doctor if he has a nice, ladylike bedside man- ' 
ner. Well, come in." 

Firing forth the invitation, he tamed and saw 
the door open to reveal a brawny youth who hesi- 
tated awkwardly at the unexpected sight of this 
bristiing stranger. "Come in, Bob," invited 
Pebble in an ominously quiet voice. "Let me in- 
troduce my father." 

The two shook hands perfunctorily, old Blister's 
eyes resting with some approval on the student'^ 
wide shoulders. Crosby turned hastily to his 
friend. "I didn't know tiiere was any one here," 
he said apologetically. "I won't bother you now. 
I came in to — Well, you've simply got to try 
for the team, Giff." 
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"Teaml" blurted Bliss Stone, Mb eyes opening 
wide. "What teamt*' 

Bob Croflby'B eyebrows went ap. "Why, the 
baseball team, Mr. Stone — the varsity. " 

The older man laughed sardonically. "The 
baseball team I That's rich I Yoa after my son 
to try for the varsity ball teamt How long have 
yon known himT He can't play baseball or any 
other man's game, and he won't try, either. I'm 
sorry to say it, but he lacks — " 

"I beg pardon, father; we're keeping Crosby,'* 
snddenly cnt in Gifford in a voice which made his 
elder stare at him. "He's in a hnrry to get 
away." 

The football player looked relieved. With a 
harried word or two aboat seeing his friend soon, 
he was tbankfnl to escape from the embarrassing 
situation. Closing the door deliberately, Gifford 
turned aronnd, his face white. There was a 
strange look in his eyes. 

"Well," he said slowly in a voice which shook 
a little, "permit me to compliment you on the 
promptness with which yon fonnd an opportunity 
tohamiliate me.'* 

Never before had Gifford spoken to his father 
in that tone. Bliss Stone gasped, and his florid 
face turned redder. "Youf Bid I say anything 
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that wasnt tmet" he exploded, when he recov- 
ered. 

The yonnger man faced his father nnflinchingly. 
''Because I've never had any use for baaeball, do 
yon think I lack the brains and ability to play 
itt'* he asked. "Wut aminate!" 

He crossed the room to his desk, fombled for an 
instant in a pigeonhole, and bron^t out a long 
envelope. From this he twitched a folded sheet 
of paper, shook it open, and, as he returned, thmst 
it into his father's hands. The angry man read 
it, scowling. Then he raised his head swiftly. 

"What's thist" he rasped. 

"I didnt mean to let yon in on it," said his son 
qnietly, "ontil I'd gone np another round on the 
ladder, but, since you've forced part of it from 
me, you may as well have it alL For years you've 
been throwing it in my teeth that I hadn't the 
brains or nerve to play even bush basebalL fi- 
nally it became a little more than I could stand. 
Just to show you what a cinch it was, I went down 
in the far away sticks last June and got a job as 
shortstop from an old friend of yours named 
Kelley." 

"Old Jim Kelley I" gasped the elder Stone in 
a queer voice. 

"The same man." 
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"Tell me aboat it," requested the father in the 
same husky tones. 

Pebble recounted his experiences briefly, and 
ended them abruptly, startled by the extraordi- 
nary transformation in his father's face. First 
he stared as if donbting what he heard; then 
there flashed into his face an expression of glad- 
ness that made the yonng man tingle uncomfort- 
ably; for there came to Gifford suddenly a dear 
understanding of his father which all those years 
had failed to bring. "I didn't know you cared as 
much as that, dad," he muttered awkwardly. 

Old Blister blinked. Suddenly shooting out one 
hand, he gripped his son's shoulder. "But can 
you make good, boyt" he demanded with almost 
fierce anxiety. "Can yon make a hit with the 
minors — and then go higher!" 

GifFord smiled. "I don't know," he answered. 
For an instant the sudden squaring of his jaw 
gave his more delicate face an odd resemblance to 
the man opposite him. "But I'm going to make 
one almighty hard try for « home run." 
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AHID STBAFFBD IBUNEB 

THAT evening Gifford had to tell the story 
of his summer 'b experiences over and over, 
the elder man asking a thousand questions, 
and chackliug heartily as he listened, to the re- 
hearsal of the young man's adventures in the 
bush. In his son, Blister was practically living 
over again his own early days at the game which 
he considered by far the greatest ever devised by 
man. 

He was bluff, jovial, enthusiastio, human; and 
once or twice the youth sighed a little at the 
thought of those wasted years of strife and antag- 
onism. There was just one fly in the amber: 
though the older man did his best to hide it be- 
neath an outward show of confidence. Pebble could 
see that in reality he was harassed by a doubt of 
his Bon*8 ability to make good, even with the 
minora. 

"I suppose yon cant blame lum, at that," 
thought young Stone, as he walked slowly back 
to his room. "He don't really know a thing about 
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tnj playing, except vbat IVe told him. Still, I 
wiah he had a little more confidence in me." 

Nerertheleas, the knowledge that such a donbt 
existed increased the incentive to make good. To 
' fail now would mean the ntter dashing of the high 
expectations he had raised in his father's mind; 
perhaps it wonid seriously mar the friendly re- 
lations between them which he had f omid so pleas- 
ant 

Failure was more than merely possible. Fortu- 
nately, unlike many men who make rapid progress 
in the game, Gifford was not inclined to fancy that 
he already knew all there was to learn. Also, for- 
tunately, he had read in a magazine the story of a 
big leaguer who, through conceit, had met with 
many reverses and setbacks in his climb from ob- 
scarity to the majors ; and he had taken that les- 
son to heart, forming a resolution not to hurt his 
own chances by getting a swelled head. 

With so much to learn, he felt that he should be 
making the most of every hour. He chafed under 
the necessity of waiting for commencement and 
his degree, which all at Mice had become of such 
minor importance in his scheme of things. He 
evea considered catting the Gordian knot by leav- 
ing college at once. But saner daylight reason 
showed him the folly of such a step. 
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The necessity of maHng known tliat he was a 
professional athlete seemed of small importance. 
When Croehy spoke to him, soon after breakfast, 
be imparted the information easnally, and listened 
with composnre to the other's dismayed com- 
ments. Of coarse the news spread* and he was 
somewhat annoyed at the general oriticiBm of what 
he considered purely a personal matter. Never- 
theless, this was easily tolerated when he realized 
that, while be might not play on the varsity, he 
was free to go ont with the acmh and throw him- 
self heart and sonl into the hnsiness of getting all 
the hasebaQ practice possible. The scrab wel- 
comed him with open arms. 

As April merged into May, and the spring 
weeks crept slowly on, the resnlt of that practice 
became apparent, even to himself. He wonld 
reach the Badgers, x>erhaps not in as good condi- 
tion as the men who had been playing real ball 
for six weeks, hnt in infinitely better shape than 
he had hoped for two months ago. 

Letters began to arrive from Joe Brody, each 
one more insistent than the last, ni^^g him to 
lose no time in joining the clnb. The veteran 
shortstop was beginning to show signs of giving 
way under the strain, and the manager was anx- 
ious to lay hands on his new reomit in time to 
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knock him into Bhape before the other blew np 



The instant the last grilUi^ test of ezamination 
week was over, Gifford packed up and made 
ready to leave by the early-morning train. If he 
had passed the exams — and he felt fairly confi- 
dent that he had — his degree was his without the 
necessity of waiting for commencement. It was 
a pity, perhaps, to forego it, bat another week's 
delay seemed unbearable. 

In all this time he had told no one save Billy 
Trowbridge of his summer plans or of the contract 
with the Badgers. Billy was qnite safe, and he 
was intensely interested in his cram's fntare. 
Often, as on that last evening in the dismantled 
room, amid strapped tmnks and nailed-up packing 
boxes, they had talked it over. To Trowbridge 
the incongmity of it all never seemed to lose its 
perennial freshness. 

"It still gets me," he confessed that night, 
sprawling across the bed wbile Stone stowed 
away a last few belongings in his suit case. "To 
think of a chap grinding away as you've done at 
something he dislikes, putting himself where yoa 
are, simply because he's set his stubborn mind on 
showing * dad* t Are yon qnite sure, old man, that 
you do hate it as much as you did at firstt" 
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Pebble straightened up. His lips bad parted 
for a ready afiSrmative, but slowly they closed in 
silence. A faint wrinkle dodged into his fore- 
head. Oddly enough, he had not asked himself 
that question for months. He had taken the an- 
swer for granted. He had even been a little prond 
of the indomitable will and strength of character 
which had brought him this measure of success 
against his real inclination. But did he hate base- 
ball? He remembered the queer restlessness that 
bad driven him to haunt the cage and, afterward, 
the basebaU field. He thought of those weeks of 
laborious practice and the almost feverish anx- 
iety to cut college and join his team. There had 
been no sense of hardship in any of this, but rather 
the keen enthusiasm which comes when one's heart 
is in one's work. 

The discovery was a real shock; it was difficult 
for him to adjust his mind to this new conception. 
Fewx>eople are ready instantly to acknowledge the 
complete upsetting of a cherished point of view. 
He flushed a little, and smiled with faint embar- 
rassment 

"Oh, well, not so much as at first, perhaps," he 
admitted. '*I suppose, in a way, baseball is a 
pretty decent little old game." 
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tINDBB MABOON FIBB 

SHOETLY before eii the neit afternoon, Oif- 
ford leaped from an open car and began 
to pasli Ma way throog^ the crowd that was 
ponring otit of the ball park. It was a noisy 
throng, and he did not have to strain his ears to 
learn that the Badgers had jnst lost the first game 
of a series with the Maroons — ^lost it, too, by a 
swamping score. 

"The old fossil onghta been sent to the scrap 
heap years ago," declared one indignant fan. "I 
says BO last season, bat Brody hangs on to him, 
an' now see what he's gone an' done." 

"Tossed off a game jnst when we needed it the 
worst way!" bitterly agreed his companion. 

Pebble paased, alert and carious. "Say, Jack," 
he asked abruptly, "who's that you're talking 
about T I didn't see the game." 

The two yonng fellows stared. "Who T ' * 
growled one, after sizing np the inqnirer. 
"Why, tbat has-been at short, of conrse. All the 



iiizedbv Google 



TJKDEE MABOON PIEE 169 

base1)all he evei* had's ran outa him. Threw the 
game away twice." 

Gifford nodded bis thanks and passed on. So 
it bad oome at last; Pemiock had saocombed to 
the strain. Likely at this very moment Brody 
was raging abont tbe recmit whose delayed ap- 
pearance was in a way responsible for the dis- 
aster. 

''Well," thought the new player, a* he reached 
the gate, which had been obHgingly pointed oat 
by some yonthfnl banger^-on, "it's lucky I didn't 
stay for commencement" His passage was 
barred by ihe pompons guardian of the portal, 
bnt be showed that he was in no mood for delay. 
"My name's Stone," he cat in on the other's re- 
marks. "Where's Brodyl" 

With a surprised grant, the man slammed the 
gate shut, grabbed the young man by the elbow, 
and hurried him round a corner to the clubhouse 
entrance. "The chief's in there," he informed 
bim in a cautions tone, pointing to a partly closed 
door. 

' ' Snyder I ' ' suddenly bawled a voice from within 
the room. 

The gatekeeper ducked and disappeared in a 
flash. The door was jerked open, revealing tbe 
lank figure of the Badgers' manager, still partially 
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clad in the dub nnifoim he mvariably wore, 
though memory did not extend back to the 
time when he had actaaUy taken part in a game. 
His thatch of graying hair stood on end; his lean 
face was set in a scowl that deepened for an in- 
stant as he caught sight of his visitor, bat vaiiished 
abmptly before the rush of surprised recogni- 
tion. 

"Snffering Moses I" he ejaculated. "You're 
here at last, are yonT It's time I I was getting 
ready to bum np the wires between here and 
Cnmberland. Come in I " 

The manager's relief at the sight of his mooh- 
needed shortstop was so appar«it that Pebble 
smiled to himself as be entered the small office and 
took a seat 

"I cat the last week and hustled here the min- 
ute exams were over,'' he explained. "You know 
our contract specified that I didn't have to show 
up till the twelfth of Jane.** 

"Huh!" grunted Brody, to whom exams and 
college degrees were of small moment compared 
with the needs of his ball team. "I was a fool to 
stick io such a clause. Pennock's gone to smash, 
and I s'pose it's going to take you a week or more 
to speed up to the right notch so's you can play 
real ball." 



iiizedbv Google 



TJNDEE MABOON PIEB 171 

*'I*m ready to go in to-morrow if yon need me," 
Stone stated qnietly. "I wrote you a while back 
tbat I was woiAing every day, and I've kept it 
np." 

Brody was skepticaL While he dressed, he 
asked many questions concerning the amount and 
quality of the recmit's practicing. "College base- 
ball ainH the real thing, anyhow," he observed at 
last, "though what you've beendoin' was prob'ly 
better 'n nothing. We'll see how you show up in 
the morning. Come in and meet the bunch." 

The members of the team were gathered in the 
locker room in various stages of undress. Qloom 
pervaded the assemblage, and there was no per- 
ceptible lightening as Gifford was presented. 
They were all polite enough ; there was none of the 
cmdeness of the Sluggers. But somehow, by 
subtle shades of manner and expression, they gave 
the new arrival the impression that they blamed 
bim for the recent defeat which had so dashed 
their spirits. 

One of them particularly appealed to Pebble. 
He was tall, clean-limbed, and rather handsome. 
He had hair the color of old Domingo mahogany, 
straightforward gray eyes, and a noticeable re- 
serve of manner. He was Christopher King, the 
regular backstop, familiarly known as "Brick." 
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Stone was sarprised aB well as pleased next morn- 
ing to have King stroll over, as he was arraying 
himself for practice, and they exchanged a few 
casual remarks. 

On his mettle, Stone worked like a Trojan, and 
acquitted himself velL Brody's comments were 
brief, but it was evident that the manager had 
been agreeably sarprised. 

Back in the dnbboase most of the players 
thawed noticeaUy. Only one of them seemed 
openly disposed to patronize the new man. This 
was Cnrly Griffith, a member of the infield, who 
had been farmed out to Brody by the manager of 
the famons Bine Stoddngs. There was every 
probability that another spring woold see bim 
back in the Big League training camp, with added 
experience and a fine chance to make good. 

"Whidi accoxmts for his being a little lofty to- 
ward a raw bnsher like me," said Pebble to King, 
who had ^ven him the information. "I'd like to 
be in his shoes myself." 

As the moment approached for his second ap- 
pearance on the profesBional baseball stage, the 
new recmit was conscious of a growing nervous- 
ness. He- couldn't help being a little anxious and 
wishing the ordeal was over. Knowing as he did 
the brand of baseball famished in this league, he 
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wasn't at all sure that his own efforts would meas- 
nre up to ii But the thought of Johnny MoElroy 
and the snrprise in store for that jocular person 
cheered him. When he finally left the clnbhoase 
with the rest of the team, and jogged across the 
field toward the diamond, he had ceased to con- 
sider the possibility of failure, and was looking 
forward with keen delight to the imminent en- 
ooonter with the manager of the Maroons. 

The latter chanced to be deep in conversation 
witii some of his men, and seemed oblivious to 
Pebble's presence daring the Badgers* period of 
snappy practice. As he came in from the field, 
Stone purposely strolled slowly past, and was re- 
warded by an astonished stare from the lively Mo- 
Elroy. 

"Well, well, well I" exdaimed that irrepressible 
person. "My old college chum, dinged if it ain't! 
Are you traveling with Joe as a mascot or bat 
boyt That's one way of getting with a real ball 
team." 

Pebble grinned. "Guess again," he said. 
"I'm the real, original, triple-action jinx for your 
crowd. Yon haven't a chance in the world while 
I'm around.*' 

It took McElroy only a few minutes to ascertain 
Stone's status with the Badgers, and he at onoe 
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set aboat aven^^ng the blow atmck at his most 
delicate sensibilities. Gifford had scarcely left 
the bench to take the field with the rest of the team 
when a ehomB of sarcastic comments arose from 
the Maroons : 

"Pipe the new kid at short! It's that same 
Willie off the pickle boat!** 

"He's going to show ns how real 'rah-rah' boys 
play the game." 

"Hold up yonr chin, little man. It wont hurt 
you mnch, and it'll be all over in a few minutes." 

They were after Pebble's goat, and he knew it 
Though he flushed a little under this fire, he took it 
with seeming composure. He was sensible enough 
to make no effort at retaliation. To talk back 
now, before he had shown the crowd what he oould 
do, would be fatal. So he held his peace, pray- 
ing for a chance to turn the tables on his tor- 
mentors. 

Banty Kerrigan, the Badger pitcher, opened up 
with a fine line of samples. In the first inning, 
only one Maroon got a good crack at the horse- 
hide, sending a long fly into right field, where it 
was promptly gathered in by Skeets McCarter, 
another farmed-out product of the Big League. 

Stone was fifth on the batting order, following 
Griffith, and when he appeared to select his stick. 



iiizedbv Google 



UNDER MAEOON FIRE 175 

the Maroon cohorts resumed the attack with re- 
freshed ardor. The snperior first haseman fonled 
out to third, and Qifford stepped to the pan with 
two down and men on second and third. 

It was not the first time he had faced the 
Maroons* long and lanky twirler. As his eyes 
met those of Moose Conroy, who had heen 
nnctnonsly deliTeriag more than his share of 
taonts, he rememhered that other day a year ago 
when he had spoiled eleven of this pitcher's good 
ones in snooession. He took a fresh grip on his 
hat and gave Moose a significant smile. 
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QBTTIBa BACK AI JOHNUT 

IT was soon evident that Conroy, as well as 
Stone, remembered the day when the latter 
had given his remarlcable exhibition. But as 
he toed the mbber the long, narrow, homely face 
which had given him his nickname lost the wide 
grin it had worn and became intent and serions. 
His eyes songht Pebble's specnlativelj for an in- 
stant before his arm whipped forward and the ball 
whirled from his fingers to clip a comer of the 
plate. 

"Stra-a-akel" bawled the nmplre, with an ap- 
ward jerk of his thumb. 

Conroy had outgnessed the batter. Gifford ac- 
knowledged it without attempting self-excuse. 
He was deaf to the jeering comment which came 
in waves from all over the diamond. As he 
waited, his mind flashed swiftly over the pitcher's 
repertoire of a year ago. The most prized of all, 
as he remembered vividly, was a swift inshoot, 
shonlder high. Would Conroy try that now? He 
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thoagbt it likely, bnt still he waited, ready for any- 
tbing. 

Tet "Moose" fooled him again. Pebble had al- 
lowed for everything save the possibility of Con- 
roy'B having added to his bag of tricks. A year 
ago the Maroon pitcher had been apparency in- 
capable of throwing a sharp drop, for be had 
previously hurt his arm with too mnch drop pitch- 
ing; Bo when the sphere came whizzing straight 
for the plate, the batter took It to be a swift one in 
the groove or else a ball breaking but elightly. 
He stmck over it. 

' ' Can 't even spoil the good ones I ' * whooped Mo- 
Elroy derisively. "Both eyes buttoned npl" 

Stone held fast to his faith in himself. He conld 
hit Conroy, and nothing should make him doubt 
it. From under his drooping lids he watched the 
man like a hawk. Most pitchers having so much 
to spare would put over a coaxer or two, but some- 
thing told him that Moose would know he was ex- 
pecting that, and was quite as likely to try to end 
the contest by slipping over a third strike. 

This time the batter's judgment was correct 
Conroy dealt out another drop; but the new in- 
flelder of the Badgers stepped into it, bringing his 
bat round with a snappy swing which caught the 
horsehide before it had fairly begun to break, and 
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drove it out on a line between left and coiter. 

Even before reaching first, the added voltune of 
sound from the standa told Pebble that one man 
had scored. Urged on hy the coaober, he rounded 
the comer and tore down the base line at a speed 
which made Joe Brody's eyes widen with pleased 
snrprise. It was a pretty two-bagger, a triple 
which only a base ranner of the Ty Cobb pattern 
conld make; bat Stone crossed second, apparently 
with increasing speed, and stretched himself for 
third. 

A well-known expert has divided baseball 
players inta two broad classifications : Those who 
take chances, and those who play it safe. Oifford 
believed in the former method. If there was a 
ghost of a chance to make a play, he took it, and bo 
accurately were brain and body attuned that he 
never lost a fraction of a second in making np his 
mind. Slow thinking and hesitation in baseball 
are fatal, and he knew it. Had he faltered, the 
ball would have beaten him to the sack; as it was, 
a perfect hook slide, saved him by a ranall margin 
which satisfied the nmpire that he was safe. 

The crowd acclaimed his performance with 
roars of approval. 

Panting a little, but with a grin on his freckled 
face, he scrambled up and slapped the dust from 
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his person. His roving eyes found Johnny Mc- 
Elroy standing near the bench* nnconunonly silent 
The grin widened. "How was that for a fall- 
away, MaekT*' he inquired pleasantly. "Mnch 
obliged to you for showing me the trick." 

The manager's retort was rather weak. Like 
the majority of jokers, Johnny was prone to 
squirm when the shoe was on the other foot He 
was still further annoyed when Bube Saltus, who 
followed Stone, smashed the sphere at the Maroon 
second baseman, who fumbled and threw wild, let- 
ting in the third nm within as many minutes. 

In the next inning Gifford made a great one- 
handed stop of a smash which by every right 
should have been a hit A little later he assisted 
in a double play that retired the Maroons with 
disconcerting abruptness. Then he started in to 
get even. 

Lightly, delicately, but with almost diabolical 
insight, he went after each member of the oppos- 
ing team. His remarks got under the skin like 
little barbed darts, to sting and fester. A batting 
slump, a fielding weakness — anything and every- 
thing was capital for his active brain. His own 
teammates were soon convulsed with laughter. 
The fans, after their fashion of shifting sides at a 
moment's notice, turned the battery of their mirth 
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upon the Tiaitorg. The latter did their level best 
to retaliate, but the odds were against them. An- 
noyance gave place to anger, and anger is not con- 
dncive to brilliant baseball. In spite of several 
attempts to rally, they played more and more 
erratically, and finally lost the contest by even 
greater odds than they had won the game the day 
before. 

"The jinx worked, didn't itt" said Gifford 
pleasantly, as he overtook the irate McElroy on 
his way to the clnbhouse. 

Johnny glared. ' * Jim be blowed I " he 
snapped. "You're worse than a whole flock of 
mosquitoes. If I'd known what a pest yon were, 
hanged if I wonldnt have grabbed yon np last 
year and put you mider contract just for the sake 
of having that tongue of yours on the right side I ' '. 
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OAPBICE OF FORTTTNE 

PEBBLE'S Btanding with the Badgera vaa 
assured. He had shown his ability to fill 
one of the most difficult positions on the 
team, and the manner in which he came back at 
the Maroons and Johnny McElroy, melted the 
thin ice of reserve that had greeted his arrival. 
[Almost without exception his associates tmbent, 
and before a week had passed the new shortetop 
felt as if he had belonged to the team for years. 

Babe Saltos and Steve Howell still maintained 
a frosty demeanor, and complained freqnently*and 
with increasing bitterness to Brody of the way the 
shortstop was constantly poaching on their pre- 
serves, and taking plays which rightfully belonged 
to them. For a while the manager tolerated these 
outbursts. He was carefully studying the new 
player's methods and rather expecting the ec- 
centric fielder to come a cropper. But somehow 
Stone avoided this. Considering the chances he 
took, his error percentege was astenishingly small, 
and gradually it dawned upon Brody that an at- 
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tempt to curb the youngster mi^t disaatronaly 
upset his form. So, like Kelley of the hush team, 
he enrtly advised the gmmbling basemen to speed 
up a bit if they wanted to stay in the running. 
Then he proceeded to devote much of his energy 
to correcting certain other fanlts of his latest ac- 
quisition. 

Gifford took kindly enough to the process. He 
was no more in love with personal criticism' than 
the average man, bnt in this case he knew Brody 
was right He realized that the sooner his cmdi- 
ties were polished and his faults eliminated, the 
sooner would he attract the attention of ^e Big 
League scouts. 

As the weeks passed, this idea gradually became 
a mild sort of obsession. Despite the improba- 
bility of such a thing, he hoped that this very 
season might bring about what he so keenly 
craved. Nothing could stunt his sense of humor 
or still the flow of quick-witted persiflage which 
delighted the fans and soon made him a prime 
favorite — that was as natural as breathing itself; 
but underneath the frothy surface of frivolity a 
keen and active brain was constantly working to 
seize and utilize every possible help to the desired 
goal. 

When Chalmers Bobinson joined the Maroons, 
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a rivalry swiftly sprang np betwe^i the two which 
was an added incentive to Stone to make good. 
Whatever his standard of honor might be, Bobin- 
Bon certainly could play ball, and Pebble had to 
admit it, much as it hnrt him. Freed from the re- 
straint of a bnsh team and stimulated by the at- 
mosphere abont him, BobinBon blossomed into a 
snperb example of that second type of ball player 
• — the man who plays safe. He never soaght to 
steal a base unless the odds- were in his favor 
or unless ordered to do so ; never tried to atop a 
ball when a muff would bring disaster. He never, 
in short, took long chances. Tet he had a clever 
way of holding himself back without appearing to 
do so, and when he avoided taking a desperate 
chance it always seemed unlikely that another man 
could have made the play. He accomplished what 
he tried to do nine times ont of ten, and his er- 
ror column was a barren waste which turned Gif- 
ford green with envy whenever he was moved to 
inspect it 

He could not escape the growing conviction that 
the man he secretly disdained was proving him- 
self the better ball player. Though there had 
been a distinct toning down and lessening of flukes 
in the shortstop's work, he was still painfully con- 
scious of vast room for improvement. Some- 
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'Umes he despaired of ever entirelj correcting his 
faults. Perhaps he wasn't cnt ont for tiie majors, 
after all; perhaps he was one of those men with a 
limit beyond which they cannot rise ; perhaps he 
had set his goal too high. 

Snch moments of depression were never long 
enduring, but they continued to occur as the eom- 
mer crept along toward autnmn, and the scouts — 
save thcwe who dropped in now and then pater- 
nally to follow the progress of Griffith and Mc- 
Carter — avoided the Badgers with ohill persist- 
ency. 

When the news came in mid- August that Bobin- 
son had been secured by the Dodgers, Pebble's 
spirits dropped to zero and remained at that de- 
pressing level until a rush of hot rage at his 
puerile lack of staying power sent them back to 
normal. "Ton cowardly lump of misery!" be 
fiercely apostrophized himself. "Tou've got 
about as much nerve as a guinea pig. What if he 
has got the boost f The Bodgers are only tail- 
enders in the Big League, anyhow." 

Nevertheless, it was not easy to behold with 
equanimity the airs and graces assumed by his 
rival. Chalmers — "Classy" they had began to 
call him — seemed to take malidons delight in rub- 
bing it into the other man. The latter's retorts 
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- usually tamed the laugh on his antagonist, but the 
little shortBtop was the only one who knew how 
hard it was to keep up his air of nonchalant indif- 
ference. Nevertheless, he forced himself to be- 
lieve that his chance would also come, though as 
the season waned snoh a possibility seemed more 
and more unlikely. 

It was an unfortunate year for the Badgers. 
Brody's twiiluig staff failed him toward the fin- 
ish, and, with a crippled bnnch of pitchers, the 
most desperate efforts of the rest of the team 
could not prevent the Pink Sox from acquiring a 
lead that cinched the pennant. However, Brody 
had the doubtful satisfaction of knowing that 
Johnny McElroy was in the same boat. The final 
week of the season saw the Badgers and the 
Maroons battling for second place with a fierce- 
ness which even the hope of a pennant could 
hardly have intensified. 

The Badgers won the first game of the series 
by a hair. It was five minutes before the start- 
ing time of the second when Chalmers Robinson 
strolled ap to Stone, a smirk of malicious satisfac- 
tion on his face. "Still waiting around for a Big 
League offer, I see^" he said. 

"You ou^t to hire a window deanerl*' re- 
torted Qifford airily, though he felt like punching 
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the man. "I'm laying low so the second-division 
scouts won't gobble me up." 

"Don't worry too much over that," advised 
BobinsoD, his lips curling. "Maybe it'll interest 
yon to know that one of Ben Frazer's scouts has 
come up to-day to look Slats over." 

Pebble's grin, a miracle of effectiveness, waa 
one of the hardest he had ever pulled. "Frazer, 
of the "Wolves I" he exclaimed. "Why, they're 
trailers — almost as near the bottom as the 
White Wings. I mast try to keep out of sight" 
He maintained his careless air until Robinson de- 
parted, palpably disappointed by his apparent 
failure to disturb Pebble. 

Had Stone been a model youth, be doubtless 
would have viewed with self-sacrificing pleasure 
the admirable showing made by his successful rival 
in the game that day. Slat's single dumb play 
should have filled him with a generous regret; his 
hair-raising catches, surprising stops, and fair 
batting should have aroused a corresponding en- 
thusiasm; but Pebble could not keep his thoughts 
from dwelling on his own lack of success. 

Unconsciously, perhaps, with such an example 
before him, he played rather brilliantly himself. 
But when the game was over and he disconsolately 
sought the clubhouse, be was obliged grudgingly 
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to admit that Ramsey had made a very decent 
showing. His Bpirita failed to rally as ihey qsq- 
ally did. After slaving for three long months 
with a single absorbing purpose in view, it was 
hard to realize that his last chance was gone for 
the present season. 

"It means another year with the minors I" he 
growled to himself. Then a wry smile twisted his 
lips. "I can hear Bliss Stone roar.*' 

A shower, a mbdown, and a good dinner 
worked wonders. When he emerged from the 
hotel dining-room that evening, his grouch had 
taken wings, and he was his old, philosophical self 
once more. Anyway, he thought comfortably, 
they had beaten the Maroons two straight, and one 
more victory wonld put them in second place. 
Then he canght Joe Brody's signal, and crossed 
the lobby. "Let me present yon to Mr. Smith- 
son« Peb," said the manager. 

The shortstop shook hands, wondering where 
Joe had picked up the insignificant-appearing 
man who looked as if he wouldn't know the differ- 
ence between a home run and a foul tip. As if he 
read the shortstop's thoughts, Brody grinned. 

"Come to life, kid I" he said. "Smitbson is a 
scout for Frazer, of the Wolves. He's taken a 
fancy to you, and wants to steal you oflF'n me." 
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CHAPTER TY V 

HABD TO BKUEVH 

GIFFOBD Blared at Brody in stoimed si- 
lence. After a moment, hiB glance ehif ted 
to the olean-shaven face of the stranger, 
faintly pink, and wiinkled like a wintered apple. 
There was a great ponnding in his brain, caaaed 
by the beating of his own heart "Yon want 
mef" he stammered, at length. "Why, I 
thought — '* ^B tnmed to Brody. "Is this a 
joke!" 

"If it is," said Snuthson, "I hope the langh 
isn't on me. I came np to watch Bamsey in 
action; but I happen to prefer taking a diance 
with yon, that's all." 

"Now, don't swell np and bnst," cut in Brody. 
"Outside one little piece of bonehead thinkin', 
Slats put up a better all-round performance, bat 
Smithson reckons he'd rather have a comer than 
a fellow who bobbles a double play in a pindi 
after six years at the game. I ain't very keen 
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about lettiu' 70a go, Feb, bat I ain't got no choice. 
Beckon yon don't mind, thongh." 

"Mind I" gasped Stone, a smile illnminating 
Mb flushed face. "Witness these few tears! 
Ton might as well kill a man as shock him to 
death." 

He felt as if he were walking on air. It was 
worth undergoing that bitter disappointment to 
experience this joyous reaction. After this, he 
could never again harbor even a lingering donbt 
of his real feeling for baseball. The thrill which 
had come with the realization of what the Wolves 
scout was after could never have been bom of a 
cold-blooded, impersonal determination to reach 
a goal 

Later the thought of Bamsey's disappointment 
— so much greater than his own — ^brought with it 
a pang of real regret and pity. The shortstop of 
the Maroons had lost bis chance through one dumb 
play which had betrayed a lack of qnick and cor- 
rect thinking. He had been -a professional for 
six years, and his work naturally showed a finish 
and experience which Pebble's wanted; but in the 
last year or more he had shown no real improve- 
ment. He had reached the limit of his, powers. 
Two or three years more would see him begin to 
slip backward. Stone was genuinely sorry for 
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liim, bat, after all, one's own ambitions and tri- 
mnphs are more important than other people's 
failures. As he reflected, nobody would have 
worried about him if he had been left stranded for 
another year with the minors. 

Whatever he may have felt, Eamaey held up 
well under the blow. In fact, Chalmers Bobinson 
was infinitely more aggrieved and indignant over 
the situation than the self-controlled shortstop. 
During the brief remainder of the season, Gifford 
found no little diversion in baiting Classy and 
rubbing it in to his heart's content. 

It was no easier to say good-by to the Badgers 
than it had been a year ago to leave Jim Eelley 
and his team of hot-tempered, warm-hearted Slug- 
gers, hmck King, on his way West, came as far 
as New York with him. When they parted in the 
Grand Central, King's handshake was firm and 
just a bit prolonged. 

"Well, Pebble," — he smiled, and there was a 
faint touch of wistfubjess beneath his banter — 
"I reckon you'll forget us now that you've 
shinned up into the four hundred of baseball- 
dom." 

"Sure," said Pebble; "that's my style I But 
sometimes it's easier to shin a greased pole than 
it is to stay up after shinning. Ton know bow 
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many slip back every year after apring traimDg. 
But," he added, "I'm going to mb sand on my 
paws, and stay np, if it's in me to hang on." 

"YouVe got the aand," Brick assured him, 
"and you'll stay!" 

Stone looked forward with pleasant anticipa- 
tion to the meeting with his father. He had al- 
ready informed old Bliss by letter of the good 
news, and the reception which awaited him left 
nothing to be desired. After dinner, however, 
when the two had retired to the library, the elder 
man's face relaxed into distinctly worried lines. 
"That Brody's been coaching yon all wrong, 
Giff," he declared abmptly. 

' * Wrong T ' ' echoed bis son. ' * How wrong, 
dadt'» 

Straddling before the empty fireplace, Blister 
frowned, and the jangling of silver in his pocket 
betrayed his state of mind. "Ill tell yon how: 
This one-man machine-made game Is what's 
wrong. Banning the team from the bench is 
what's the matter with baseball as it's played to- 
day. Bnnting and sacrificing la depended on now 
more'n straight, hard hitting. In my time, when 
a rmmer got on the sadts the next man beefed 
it out. He didn't stand np and tap the pill gentle 
and ladylike, as if it was an egg and he was afraid 
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of breakiiig the shell. He didn't roll an eas^ one 
at the pitcher bo he might be throwed out before 
he could get halfway down to first, even though he 
had speed enough to beat a jack rabbit in a hun- 
dred-yard dash. The player who tried anything 
lite that would *a' got warned the first time, fined 
the second, and fired the third. In them days 
there was batters, let me tell yon — ^Dan Brouthers, 
Ten-thonsand-doUar Kelley, and a host of otiiers. 
This inside baseball is something to gag over. As 
if one man, sitting on the bench, could do all the 
thinkin* for nine men out on the field in a hot game 
— and do it right I Why, nowadays when a man 
picks np the willow and goes to hit, he has to look 
for the manager to see whether be shall bunt, wait 
it out, or try to knock the stitches ont of the horse- 
Mde — ^jnst as if he didn't have a teaspoonful of 
brains of his own. And if he happens to reach 
first, he don't dare use his own judgment about 
trying to pilfer; he has to get the sign from the 
chief when to go. It's making dummies of 
players, just machines mn by somebody else. 
It's spoiling the game and robbing the men who 
play it of their character and individuality, 
and — " 

"W^ a minute, governor," Pebble politely in- 
terrupted tiie heated man. "How about Babbit 
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Maranville, and Tj Cobb, and Tria Speakert 
Sorely they're got a little individuaiyy left, each 
one ot ihem.** 

"Oh, of course, there may be now and then an 
exception, * ' Blister acknowledged ; ' ' hnt th© 
most of them are machines, and this inside- 
play process has made 'em so. I thought, from 
what yon told me last spring, that they were let- 
ting yon use yonr own head in the game, and I 
was counting on yonr mfttrirg a hit with the old 
methods. But what do I seef The first 



"See!" exclaimed his son, straightening ab- 
ruptly in his chair. "Where did yon ever see me 
play ball!" 

Old Blister scowled, and lacked tiie fender. 
"Well," he mumbled, "I was in Boston once or 
twice on basinesB, and on the way I jost stopped 
off—" 

He paused, and Clifford grinned. It was char- 
aeteristio of the man to have done this and kept it 
to himaelf. "About how many times did you just 
happen to stop off f " asked the young man. 

"It might have been four or five," grunted 
Bliss. **What difference does it make, anywayt 
The point is that every new time I saw you play 
they'd hampered yon a little more with these ma- 
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chine ideas. It's a blamed Incky thing that scont 
happened aronnd before they'd licked every bit of 
individnality out of you. Otherwise he wouldn't 
have looked at yon twice." 

"Don't yon believe it,'* Pebble said qcietly. 
"My individnality, as yon call it, is the main thing 
he had against me. He said Ben Frazer would 
whang it out of me mighty qni(^. The game has 
changed a whole lot in twenty-five years ; a man 
who won't sacrifice when a sacrifice is called for, 
a man who ignores signals, a man who doesn't 
make himself a well-fitting part of the machine, 
as you call it, hasn't a show to dimb up out of the 
jungle. He's doomed to oontinne to bloom in the 
bone orchard." 

"In other words, you mean I'm behind the 
times 1" snorted old Bliss; and his son, remember- 
ing the explosioDS caused by sundry former dis- 
agreements, was astonished at his comparative 
mildness. "Maybe I am, but you won't convince 
me by talk. There were giants in the old days 
that'd make your fast ones of these times look 
about as swift as turtles." 

It was his last word on the subject But as 
time passed a dozen little things showed his son 
that Blister's anxieties were far from being set at 
rest The bowling alley in the basement was 



iiizedbv Google 



HAED TO BELIEVE 195 

tamed into an ingenionsly contriTed "oage," 
where Pebble spent a part of each day keeping 
himself in condition. The straggle for a place in 
the Big Leagne was going to be a desperate one — 
harder than any he had ever undertaken; and he 
meant to begin it with as few handicaps as pos- 
sible. 

He saw nothing of Miss Meredith, who was 
spending the winter at Santa Barbara. Some of 
their mntnal friends were careful to inform him 
that Chalmers Robinson had likewise journeyed to 
that resort, and was stopping at the same hoteL 
But whatever Pebble may have felt, he kept it to 
himself. 

When Febmary brought the summons to the 
Arkansas training camp, he welcomed it with en- 
thusiasm. For weeks he bad been impatient to 
be off. He was tired of the suspense, of imagin- 
ing all sorts of difiScultles and unpleasantness 
which quite likely existed only in his imagination. 
The reality could be no worse. 

He reached Dowling late in the afternoon, and 
made bis way at once to the long, rambling 
frame strnctnre pointed out as the hoteL The 
lobby was fairly well filled with men waiting for 
supper. Several of them were young and clear- 
eyed, with the general air of athletes. Stone was 
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simig them np onrionsly when enddenly from one 
of the groups there stepped forth — Chalmers Bob- 
insonl 

For a second PebUe gazed at the man whose 
presence here was infinitely distastefnL But he 
smoothed ont his frown and nodded cnrtiy as hia 
rival strolled np, smiling maliciously. "IHdnt 
expect to see me quite so soon, did yonT" sud 
Bobinson. "Eeally, you don*t look pleased, 
either." 

"I assure you, my joy is as dense as a vacnmn," 
GifFord retained honestly. 

Bobinson *8 eyes narrowed, and a harsh note 
crept into his voice. "The Wolves need just one 
good man to strengthen their infield. Evidently 
Frazer lacked faith in the bunch his scouts dog 
out of the rural districts. At any rate, he made 
a deal by which I was transferred to this squad of 
embryo stars, and the man who beats me to the 
vacancy will have to hustle." 
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CHAPTEB XXVI 

THS SPIEL OH PEBBLE 

STOIC'S eyes began to twinkle; Ms lips 
twitched; he langhed ontright. "Dear, 
dear I" he drawled. "The poor White 
Wings! What a mistake their foolish, short- 
sighted manager made I If any team really needs 
yon, it's that bonch of snboellar champions." 

Classy flushed and scowled. **That*s meant 
for wit, I fancy," he said, witli a eontemptaons 
twist of his month. "Bat it's always the man 
with the goods, not the hot air, who gathers the 
plnms." 

"That being the case," retomed the other, 
"why don't yon shut oflf the blower on your blast 
famacet" With which he tamed and walked 
away to the desk. 

But, though he treated the affair with careless 
composure, he was not nndistturbed. To have his 
rival turn up in this unexpected fashion was an 
unpleasant shock. It was not alone the presence 
of a dangerous competitor that troubled him, bat 
the intimate association of truning-camp life 
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could not fail to produce constant opportonities 
for bickering and general dashing. 

"I reckon I can hold my own," the shortstop 
grimly dedded, after he had registered and been 
shown a room. "Bat it sure is qneer for a reomit 
to be transferred like that before he 's even started 
to show what he can do.*^ Then he diBmissed the 
matter from his mind, made a hurried toilet, and 
reached the lobby just as the crowd was respond- 
ing to the sapper gong. 

Ben Frazer, short, thickset, irith silvered 
temples, and keen blue eyes, catching sight of his 
latest arrival, paused for a handshake and a few 
perfunctory words of welcome. Either from pre- 
occupation or indifference his manner noticeab^ 
lacked cordiality. 

The manager strode on ahead toward a small 
table in a comer, where he took the only remain- 
ing seat. Not far away, Robinson and six or 
eight young men had possessed themselves of a 
larger table. There was easily room for an ad- 
ditional chair or two, bat the recruits glanced ap 
as Stone approached, looked him over more or 
less openly, and did not invite lum to join them. 
Without betraying outward disturbance at the 
palpable slight, he took his seat with a middle- 
aged dnmmier and a yomig Cornell graduate in- 
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terested in ootton. There was no standing on 
ceremony. QifFord pnrposely let himself go, and 
within fire minntes his dry wit and amasing com- 
menta had his companions oonvnlsed with 
laughter. Even TUly, the nemesis of hotel crock- 
ery, was observed to smile several times as she 
hovered near the table ; and when this dnsky anto- 
crat of the dining-room was moved to mirth the 
cause thereof was tolerably certain to be really 
amnsing. 

Afterward, in Uie lobby, Manager Frazer per- 
formed the belated introdnctions. The other re- 
cruits were passably polite. Several of them 
seemed to stare rather fixedly at the new man's 
handsome scarf, or to ran their eyes over hie per- 
fectly groomed figure with a touch of veiled oon- 
tempi But there was no open comment. He 
was distinctly conscions of a general air of stand- 
offishness; so he made his manner as indifferent 
as theirs and soon sought bis companions of the 
dining-room. They were given no reason to sup- 
pose Pebble a whit troubled by anything. 

Afterward he wondered. It didn't seem nat- 
ural for a crowd of men, practioalfy strangers to 
one another, to unite without reaeon in taming 
down a new arrival. Had Robinson improved his 
time by prejudicing them against himf It would 
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be Ji^e him to attempt snch a thing, bnt bow bad 
he accomplisbed itT 

Three more recruits arrived by the late train, 
and the following morning Frazer oondncted the 
cubs out to the ball park to be^ work. There 
was nothing very strennons aboat those first few 
days. Catching, batting, some medicine ball, and 
an occasional circuit of the grounds at a trot were 
intermingled with a good deal of lolling on the 
bench in the comfortable glare of snnshine. 
Naturally, with each succeeding day the pace grew 
a little swifter, periods of rest became briefer, 
and the endeavor of each man to surpass his fel- 
low increased. 

Stone soon discovered that be had not been the 
only man to spend the winter keeping in condi- 
tion. More than half of the eighteen or twenty re- 
cruits had been equally wise, which was a little 
disappointing after counting on his winter's work 
to give him an advantage over the others. He 
was not long, however, in attracting attention. Be- 
fore many days had passed, an added stifFness in 
the manner of the other infield aspirants proved 
condnsively that he was being noticed. It was 
impossible to get any inkling of Frazer 's opinion, 
but the astute manager had never found it neces- 
sary to consult an oculist 
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Among the later comers Pebble made a few 
pleasant aoqnaintances ; but the distant demeanor 
of the other men remained onaltered. This 
piqued him, for he had never found it di£Soult to 
make f rienda, and there vere several in the crowd 
who looked as if they mi^t be fine fellows. 

Toward the end of their first week of training 
the explanation came. Some whimsical remark 
of his in the dressing room had brought a respon- 
sive guffaw from a group gathered near. He 
paid no attention to tbem at the time, and was sur- 
prised as he left the building to have Larry Kirk, 
a young pitcher whose looks he had liked from the 
first, fall into step beside him. "Hanged if 
you're not some card, after all I" Kirk remarked 
abruptly. 

* ' The deuee I am 1* ' returned the shortstop. 

"Maybe BolHi^on thinks you're a deuce, but 
IVe about dedded you're an ace and he's a soiled 
jack. Is he a friend of yours T" 

"Not so yon can notice it with the Liok tele* 
scope ! What's he been saying about met" 

"Oh, be gave us a spiel about you being a mil- 
Uonare's son, and a snob who thought and said 
all ball players were common boobs. Told us you 
didn't have a friend in college because yon were 
such a bounder. According to him, yon took op 
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baseball throngb a whim. At college, 70a posed 
as an amatenr after having played professionally, 
and yon were forever running down all profes- 
sionals as cheap skates who — '* 

"Well, wonldn't that congeal yonr pedal ex- 
tremitiesl" exploded Stone. "I think I'll make 
him — " 

He broke off abmptly, his tetBth coming together 
with a snap. A hmidred yards ahead, just pass- 
ing through the park gates with three or four 
players, was Bobinson himself. A grim expres- 
sion settled on Pebble's face, and, without a 
word of explanation to his companion, he hnrried 
forward to overtake his detractor. 

Before he had taken much more than a dozen 
strides, Gifford's sense of hnmor stopped him. 
It was truly laughable to think of Bobinson seek- 
ing to injure him in such a childish manner. 
Measuring bis riv^l by his own low standard, 
Classy had endeavored to forestall the effect if 
Stone should tell the truth about him and his pos- 
ing as an amateur while at college. 

When he overtook the little shortstop, Kirk 
found him chuckling heartily. "Well," said the 
surprised pitcher, "yon seem to have changed 
your mind. I thought yon were going to climb all 
over him." 
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"That was mj first imptUse," the other con- 
fessed; "but I've condaded that it isn't worth 
while I" 
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WHEir THE BKAL ONEB OAMB 

BY twos and threes they oame on every train, 
those famous athletes whose names were 
honsehold words. Sleek, roddy, fairly 
bnrsting with health and vigor, they carried 
themselves and their immaculate garments — ^far 
and wide among the fans the Wolves were noted 
as a crowd of "swell dressers" — ^with a certain 
swing as difficult to define as it was impossible to 
avoid noticing. It was not so much conceit as 
the assurance which came from being oonatantly 
in the public eye ; from having made a place which 
nothing but fate or inexorable time could take 
away. 

Intensely interested, with pulses qaickened. 
Stone watched them meet in the hotel lobby. He 
saw hands gripped and shaken, resounding slaps 
^ven and received; heard boyish, enthuBiastlo 
greetings pass from lip to lip at this first en- 
counter between brotbers-in-arms after the long 
wintering. Scraps of talk came to him in his 
comer — brief, broken inquiries and answers of 
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men wlio knew one another well; who had stood 
shoulder to shonlder through many a grilling con- 
test ; whose comradeship was too perfect to need 
the finished, rounded sentence. What mnat it 
mean to be one of them instead of a humble ont- 
siderf Imagine joking with Smoke Jordan, the 
famoDS twirler, or being on familiar terms with 
Bob Courtney, that mighty hitter who had held 
down the Wolves' center field for more years than 
a careless fan could recollect t 

Somehow the mere sight of these men, so dif- 
ferent from what he had expected them to be, em- 
phasized the gulf between his position and tiieirs. 
He knew that their lack of training would doubt- 
less, for a space, make them seem his inferiors on 
the diamond; but they had "arrived," while he 
was still in the process of evolution — crude, and 
green, and inexperienced. And he went to bed 
wondering how any fellow in his position could 
get a swelled head. But other recroits made tiie 
team, why not hef He had his chance; if he 
failed, it wouldn't be through lack of trjong hia 
level best 

If the warming up of the cubs had been a lei- 
surely performanoe, that of the r^olara was in- 
finitely more so. These wise old players knew the 
danger of straining muscles soft from months of 

DcmizedbvGoOglc 



206 THE MAKENG OF A BIO LEAGUEB 

disnae. They ran no ohances. To many of the 
recruits, proud possesBorB of strong "whips" and 
not unwilling to show off, this extreme caution of 
the older men se«ned overdone. A few of the 
more tiioughtless sneered a little at the throw- 
ing of the regulars and their freqnent ineffective 
wallops at a simple roundhouse ciuTe^ Some of 
the cnbs seemed to think that nearly all the vet- 
erans were ready for the scrap heap. 

"Old Courtney's all in," declared Jim Thomas, 
a southpaw from the Savannah dub. "I heard 
Jordan and a couple of others saying last night 
that he'd come to the end of his string. It's 
about time the old fossil stepped down and gave 
somebody else a chance. He's been playing ball 
ainoe the flood." 

Oifford glanced over at the famous outfielder, 
who was waiting his torn to bat Tall, straight, 
lithe, a thick mass of wavy, blond hair over- 
shadowing an almost boyish face, the man seemed 
to be in the very prime of physical perfection. 
What if he had been in the game for many years! 
He could not be more than thirty-five, and last 
season Ms hitting had been the sensation of the 
league. Tet they called him old t 

"Oldl" muttered the shortstop to himself, as 
the big fielder brought his bat around with a 
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powerful free swing that sent the bell hmnniing 
into the ootfieldL "They always say a man's fall- 
ing off as aoon as he's thirty, bnt Smoke Jordan 
oonld be a lot better employed than ranning down 
his own teammate." 

He had taken a dislike to Jordan, a rather 
autocratic player who was, beyond question, 
Frazer's star pitcher. So far as Smoke was con- 
cerned, the lowly recmits did not exist Court- 
ney, on the contrary, always had a nod and a smile 
for the yonngBters, and frequently paused for a 
little chat or to give a bit of advice in a friendly, 
casual manner which had no trace of condescen- 
sion about it. In this generoiu way he made a 
smiling suggestion about Stone's position at the 
plate, and Pebble appreciated it. 

In a short time, something like a friendship 
arose between the oddly assorted pair — a friend- 
ehip which seemed to Gifford absurdly one-sided. 
He could not understand why Courtney was so 
ready to aid him with suggestions, advice, and 
bits of Tenable information drawn from his wide 
experience. The veteran was a man of impulse 
who quickly formed pronounced likes and dislikes, 
and something about the whimsical yet earnest 
shortstop had attracted him and led him to be- 
lieve the young man possessed the stuff of which 
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ball players are made. He had a generous 
natnre, and was ready to help a lad of the right 
sort who looked like a comer. 

Courtney's coaching of this particnlar yonng 
man aroased comment Pebble was wonderfnlly 
fast on his feet, and he had a way of pulling off 
plays that made even the veterans open their eyes. 
Bat they had seen other equally promising cnba 
'Bzzle out, and not a few predicted that he would 
prove to be a flash in the pan. He was mnch too 
fresh, they said, and a few even criticized him for 
aping the Wolves in tiieir well-known specialty of 
sartorial adornment. The majority of the cubs 
were jealous. Kirk, McKeown, and one or two 
others remained friendly. Of coarse Robinson 
never lost an opportunity to backbite his rival. 
Stamp Huston was more open in his expressions 
of strong dislike. 

Presently organized games between th^ regu- 
lars and the cubs gave Stone more and better op- 
portonities to show what he was made of. In 
these daUy contests, conducted with a fierce but 
more or less friendly rivalry, the shortstop kept 
up the pace he had shown in ordinary practice, 
and this fanned the flame of resentment in the 
rival infielders. Curiously, it was not Robinson 
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who now seemed to be the most affected. Either 
h^ had learned wisdom, or he was biding bis time. 
He no longer allowed his anger to get the best of 
him, but fell back on the cool, composed, sure 
methods of playing which had been his strongest 
card. 

Stnmp Hasten, playing mainly at second, 
lacked his friend's self-control. He snarled at 
Qifford whenever the latter *s swift feet carried 
him chasing a batted ball into territory which 
Stump seemed to regard as belonging to him by 
right of eminent domain. Each day he grew more 
surly and ill-tempered, nntil at last the dimax 
came in a trick which reminded the shortstop un- 
pleasantly of bis apprenticeship in the bnsh. 
Both men went after a short fly. Just as a colli- 
sion seemed unavoidable, Huston swerved, caught 
Stone's toe with his foot, and sent him spinning 
head over heels. Huston went down also, but was 
up in a minute, claiming that it was an acddent, 
and blaming the other pan. 

Stone was temporarily stunned and dazed. His 
shoulder was wrenched and his side hurt. He 
was forced to leave the field, and for two days he 
was out of the game. But he raised no "holler," 
made no comphunt to any one. 

It chanced that Frazer,.who seldom missed any- 
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thing, did liot see this affair, and so Stmnp's 
claim of an accident went. But Gifford knew bet- 
ter, as likewise did others besides Huston. That 
nigbt Bobinson found a chance privately to give 
Stump a bit of advice. 

"Better not try anything like that on the field 
again, old man," he said. "If the chief had seen 
yoo, he'd have known yon gave Pebble the foot, 
and he sure wonld have banded you something." 

Stump scowled. "I couldn't help it," he as- 
serted. "That man keeps me raw all the time. 
When I saw he was going to get to the ball first, 
it came over me all at once to trip him. Minute 
I did it I was afraid I'd have Frazer on my 
neck." 

"You were lucky." 

"I certainly did send him turning eart wheels. 
Perhaps that'll take some of the starch out of him 
so he'll keep in his place hereafter. I've an idea 
it 11 get his nerve." 

Huston was mistaken. When Stone returned 
to his position on the third day, there was no evi- 
dence that the unpleasant experience had affected 
him at all. He was as swift and dashing as ever, 
and he invaded Huston's territory quite as fre- 
quently as before. Seeing this, Stmnp became 
wary. Something told him that Stone was wait- 
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iug for him to tiy the trick agun, and he carefully 
refrained from doing so. Which was a very good 
tlung for him and a great disappointment to Gif- 
ford. 
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CHAPTER XXVIIl 

CBSDIT FOB BEUNB 

* »T WAS laying for him," Stone told Kirk, as 
I they diacnssed the affair in Uieir room one 

JL night before stipper. Since the aniyal of 
the regulars most of the cnbs had been obliged to 
double up, and these two had paired. "He 
couldn't have polled off that sort of staff the first 
time if I 'd expected for a minnte to run up against 
it outside the bushes. If he — Come in!" 

A brisk rap on the door had caused him to g^ve 
the invitation. Ben Frazer appeared. For a mo- 
ment he stood there silent, an odd expression in 
his keen, blue eyes. Then he stepped into the 
room, leaving the door ajar. "I'd like to see you 
a minnte, Stone," he said politely. 

Taking the hint, Eirk pi^ed up his hat and 
hastily departed. The manager closed the door, 
drew an oblong slip of paper from his pocket, and 
held it out for the inspection of the wondering 
recruit "Perhaps you'll explain the meaning of 
this," he said. 



iiizedbv Google 



CBEDIT FOB BRAINS 213 

Puzzled and cnrionB at the other's nuumer, the 
yotmg man took the paper. A ^anoe showed him 
that it was a check for fifty dollars, drawn in 
, favor of himself, and signed *'Benj. Frazer." 

"Bat what's it fort" be asked, perplexed. 
"I've had my — " 

"Tnm it overt" sud the manager brusquely. 

Stone did so. Hia jaw dropped. Across the 
hack was the indorsement "Gififord Stone" in 
the familiar dashing scrawl which Ms friends and 
correspondents usually characterized as hen 
tracks. 

"But I never wrote that," protested the short- 
stop, bis bewilderment increasing. 

"And I never drew the check." 

The significance in Frazer's tone brought a 
touch of hardens to Pebble's face and sent his 
chin up. "You mean it's a forgery f" 

"Predsely." 

*'And you think that I — " 

"What else can I thinkf '* 

The shortstop's steady gaze never left the man- 
ager's eyes. "I never saw the thing before," he 
stated a trifle warmly. "There's no point in my 
trying such a trick. I don't need money. If I 
wanted to foi^ yonr name, do you suppose I'm 
silly enough to do it like this, and bring you down 
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on me hotfoot T If yoa can imagine me a crook, 
I hope yon give me credit for some brains. 
Where was it cashed! ' ' 

"Blum's store on Franklin Street" 

' ' Well, there yon are I " exclaimed Pebble 
triumphantly. "It should not be difficult to get 
a description of the man who turned it in. I'll 
guarantee it won 't fit me. ' * 

"Quite 80,'* agreed the manager. "I've al- 
ready done that. The description fits neither you 
nor any other man in my squad. In a place like 
this, it shouldn't be hard to find a cat's-paw to 
pull out your chestnuts." 

Gifford nearly lost control of his temper. Jast 
in time he bethon^t himself that a cool head was 
needed in a moment like this. "Maybe not," he 
retorted; "but I don't mean to be made a cat's- 
paw myself. There's something else about this 
thing that I noticed ri^t off the bat: It's writ- 
ten in black ink, check indorsement and all. My 
fountain pen happens to be filled with bine ink, 
and there isnt any other kind in tiiis room. I'll 
show you." 

He led the manager to a table by one of the 
windows, on which, beside some magazines and a 
book or two, was a pad, blotter, writing paper, and 
a small bottle of ink. Of this he polled the cork 
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and poured a small stream of the fluid ont on the 
pad. "Bine as indigo," be said. "And look at 
this." He produced his fountain pen, and wrote 
a few words to prove his point. "Anybody can 
tell you it's the kind I always use. Larry doesn't 
like it, and growls — " 

He broke off abmptly. Frazer, stan^ng over 
the wastebasket, bad suddenly dived into it He 
drew ont several torn bits of paper. It took him 
but a moment to fit them together on the table. 
Then he tamed again on the shortstop. "How 
about tbatf " he inquired, pointing a stubby finger 
at the paper. 

It was a single large sheet of commercial writ- 
ing paper that had been torn into four pieces. 
From top to bottom it was dosely scrawled with 
repetitions of the manager's signature. Those at 
the top of the sheet were crude, but they improved 
farther down; at the bottom the reproduction was 
almost perfect It was palpably the unknown for- 
ger's practioe work. As he looked it over, Pebble 
felt himself shaking with rage. 

"It's a plant!" he cried hoarsely. "Can't you 
see thatf The real crook is trying to throw the 
blame on me. The circumstances, the silly in- 
dorsement of a forgery, the finding of this practi- 
cally nndestroyed paper here should convince you. 
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That basket is emptied every morning, and I 
haven't been in this room except with Kirk sinoe 
before breakfast The rest of the time I've been 
ont on the field or downstairs with the other men. 
I can prove — " 

"You don't have to," intermpted Frazer 
quietly. From the moment of bis appearance in 
the room, he had been watching' the yoong recruit 
with a keen, critical appraisal. Now, as if his 
mind was made up, the cold severity of his expres- 
sion suddenly relaxed. "I reckon I can take your 
word for it Ton don't strike me as the kind to 
puU off a trick like this, but I had to make sure." 
He hesitated a moment grimly thoughtful. "Do 
yon know of anybody who 'd be likely to try it 1 " 

Stone was uncertain. He had several enemies 
on the squad, but it is one thing to feel profes- 
sional jealousy and quite another to accuse a man 
of forgery. Frazer advised him to keep still, 
holding that the perpetrator would be likely in 
the course of time to trip himself. 

After the manager bad departed, carrying with 
him the scraps of paper, a little incident, so trivial 
as to be forgotten until now, came back to Pebble's 
remembrance. Just before dinner on his way to 
their room with Larry, they had passed Haston 
coming toward the stairs. The man roomed on 
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the floor above, and he could have no basiness in 
that corridor nnleas it was to see some of his 
f rienda. With doors rarely or nerer locked, noth- 
ing could be simpler than for a person to slip in, 
drop the incriminating scraps of paper in the 
wastebasket, and depart' without being caught. 
Huston's gmdge against the shortstop, and his 
vidous, revengeful nature, might have led him 
into doing it. 
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A BLIFPBO COO 

STJSPECTINa what he did, Gifford'a en- 
forced association with Huston was natn- 
rally distasteful, and he was decidedly re- 
U^ved two days later when the news was passed 
aronnd that Stnmp was going to the Pacific Coast 
Catamoonts. His departure was the first break, 
and it brought the remainder of tiie recroits 
sharply on their toes. From that mtunent an at- 
mosphere of suspense was marked throughout the 
squad. The men redoubled their efforts to make 
a good impression. Nerves were in evidence on 
and off the diamond, and visiting strangers were 
looked upon with darkest suspicion. 

The inevitable process of elimination had be- 
gun. Good players had to be sacrificed because 
there were others just as good or better, and the 
manager set about the task with cold-blooded, im- 
personal judgment A few of the unfortunates 
betrayed a lack of sporting blood, and departed 
in a doud of gloom, TnRlriTig disgruntled talk of 
pull and nnfairaesB; but most of t^m accepted 
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their fate with a semblance, at least, of philo- 
sophic resignation. 

"I've been feeling it in my bones for a week," \ 
wryly observed Larry Kirk, as he packed np to 
start for Savannah. "The old man's beginning 
to slash off heads right and left Hope yonrs 
don't fall next, Pebble, but if you dodge the ax 
you'll be one Incky guy." 

His going made Stone feel as if the net was 
closing tighter abont him. The opinion prevailed 
that, with the excellent material he possessed in 
his snbstitates, Frazer would need only one addi- 
tional utility man, and the choice appeared to lay 
between Stone and Robinson. To Giftord's alert 
mind, the signs seemed to point to the ultimate 
triumph of hia rivaL As an example, when the 
team was divided into two squads and sent off 
each Saturday and Sunday to play various clubs 
in the vicinity, Bobinson was usually to be found 
witii the regulars, while Pebble went with the team 
composed mainly of cubs. Bob Courtney, who 
managed the latter nine, assured him tiiat this 
meant very little, but he was not in a state of 
mind to be convinced easUy. No one, however, 
except the veteran outfielder even guessed that he 
was worried ; he kept the squad continually enter- 
tained with his dry wit and amusing comment. 
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seemed confident and assured, and wrote home 
hopefully. 

Then oame the unexpected. Mel Cowden, the 
most promising of Frazer's utility infielders, slid- 
ing to third in a game with the Hot Springs Ter- 
rors, caught hia spikes in the bag and broke an 
ankle. Stone was among the first to reach him, 
and helped carry him from the field. 

When the team left Bowling and began its tor- 
tuous progress northward, Qifford went with it 

There bad been a last weeding out at the 
eleventh hour, which, except for a young pitcher 
or two who might possibly be released later, 
trimmed the sqnad down to its regular fighting 
strength. Pebble had obtained a foothold, but he 
realized perfectly that the stmg^e was by no 
means over. 

As a rule, any recroit is doomed to spend a 
year, at least — sometimes two — warming the 
bench and getting the proper experience and 
schooling to fit him for the game. Oocasionally, 
under oertain circmnstances, he is pnt in against 
a weaker dub, and, if he happens to be a good 
stiokman, the manager sometimes uses him as a 
pinch hitter. Yet weeks often pass while he sits 
idle, chafing under the inaction, oondemned to 
watch day after day the playing of men be feels 
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certain he can ontcIasB, and willing to ^ve almost 
anything for a chance to prove that he can. 

The Wolves' infidd was composed of four play- 
ers who had worked together bo long that they pre- 
sented the spectacle of a well-oiled machine. 
Each one se»ned to know predsely what the other 
three wonld do in every conceivable situation. 
The result was a truly admirable exhibition of 
teamwork, and Cottrell^ Manny, Tedder and Gib- 
son were names to conjure with thronghout the 
league. 

The first two were comparatively young and 
in the prime of their power. Bube Vedder, at 
short, had been in the game longer, but age appar- 
ently made no impression on Mb playing. On the 
contrary, experience had given him a vast assort- 
ment of wise old tricks, and youngsters on both 
his own and opposing teams regarded him with 
a sort of awe wcmdering if he was going to last 
forever. 

The fourth member of this quartet was not so 
Incky. Splinter Gibson had held down third base 
for more years than the average person could re- 
member, but this season he showed perceptible 
signs of slowing up. The deterioration would 
scarcely have been noticed by the fans, but to his 
teammates, and, above all, to his manager, it was 
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evident that something Mis amiss in the wing 
which had made the sphere scordi the air when 
he whipped it across the diamond. He hit as well 
as ever, and was as speei^ on tiie paths, but that 
touch of effort in his tiirowing tronhled Frazer 
and made him take precaations iu the selecting 
and training of a first-lass snbstitate. 

"The old boy has a lot in him yet,** the man- 
ager told himself; "bnt one of these days he's 
bound to crack, and there's no sense being canght 
napping." 

Chalmers Bobinson was tried ont in several of 
the exhibition games. For a reomit, he made a 
really remarkable showing. Pebble held down the 
bench, and tried to do the same with his envy. 
To himself he reluctantly admitted that Classy 
conld play balL He heard some of the regolars 
saying that the man's game bore a strong re- 
semblance to what Gibson had shown in his palm- 
ier days. Before long, the general opinion pre- 
vailed that Frazer conld not have picked a man 
better fitted, when the time came, to step into the 
veteran's shoes. 

Bob Courtney was not so optimistio regarding 
Robinson. He said little, however, even to Stone ; 
but that little was oddly comforting to the recruit, 
who was watching with a jealous eye the triumph 
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of bis rival "Keep the checkrein on, son," ad- 
monished Bob one night, as they oat chatting on 
the Pnllman.' "You're Incky to be where you are. 
iVas two years breaking into the big game, and 
I played jnst four times that first season. SoreT 
Well, some I But if I had to do it all over again, 
I wouldn't change a single little detail'* 

"You wonldn'tl*' exclaimed Gifford. "But 
why — " 

"I didn't get away with the fool notion that 
success was a kind of tame bird fluttering around 
ready to light the minnte I shoved myself. IVe 
had to work like a horse for everything I've got, 
so I know what it's worth. Your friend Bobinson 
doesn't. He never will What comes through 
sheer luck hell credit to his own ability. He's 
the sort to get all swelled np over himself, and 
when a ball player does that — good nightl" 

Pebble had never considered the situation in 
just that light before. Perhaps, instead of envy- 
ing Robinson's good fortune, he ought to be thank- 
ful that he was apparently doomed to serve out 
his apprenticeship. Yet, taming tiiem over in 
his mind, the recruit could find no deep consola- 
tion in Courtney's remarks when left alone to 
think about them. 

They were speeding over the last lap of the 
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homeward jonrney. Only two more exhibition 
games remained to be played, but both those 
games would be of a very different caliber from 
the almost daily contests which had diverted the 
northward progress of the "Wolves. To-morrow 
their opponents would be the Yellow Jackets, a 
first-division team of the rival Big League. A day 
later they were scheduled to meet their old ene- 
mies, the White Wings. 

It would he real baseball. Next to the impossi- 
ble joy of taking part in that wonderful opening 
game, Stone felt that he would rather be on the 
field against one or both of these great teams. 
Willingly would he risk a swelled head, or any of 
those chances Conrteey seemed to Ihink insepara- 
ble from being plunged too early into fast com- 
pany. Fancy facing "Smoky Pete" Corbin and 
getting a hit off him I Imagine the thrill of mak- 
ing connections with one of Iron Man Baby's 
swift benders I 

GifiFoi^'s face glowed, and his eyes sparkled; 
then he came to earth with a thud. ** Wake up t** 
he said. "Yonr pipe's going out!" 

With a shake of his head, he sprang up and 
tnmed toward the smoking compartment, where 
the regular nightly poker session was in full swing. 
Bed was not attractive. What was the use in 
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keeping regular hours when one did nothing bnt 
sit around all dayT 

He walked brisUy down the aisle toward the 
door at the farther end. A sudden burst of laugh- 
ter from the card players quickened his step, and 
he bumped squarely into Ben Frazer. "Hellol" 
said the manager. "You're the man I want to 
Bee." He drew the shortstop back into the almost 
empty car. "Kube's a bit off his feed — some of 
this miserable canned grub, I reckon — and, if he 
don't come ronnd, I'm going to play yon at short 
to-morrow. Sit down here where we can talk a 
HtUe." 

Stone listened intently to Frazer's terse sug- 
gestions and advice, but all the time a -pestering 
thought was buz^g tnmultuouBly through his 
brain: This was his chance, but what if it had 
come too soon! What if, through lack of experi- 
ence, overeagemess, or even stage fri^t — 
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AT THB DICTATOB'b UEBOT 

AS tiie visitors trotted in from preliminary 
practioe, Pebble Stone jerked down his 
cap, and, with the same moTement, swept 
away a slight film of moisture dampening his fore- 
head. His nerves, nsnally so oalm, were jmnpy. 
They had been so all the morning, and his lack of 
self-containment irritated the shortstop. He told 
himself be had only to go into the game as if the 
Yellow Jackets were the Panthers, ont tiiere in 
the bnsh, or Johnny McElroy's Maroons, and be 
wonld have the chance to make the fait he longed 
for. Nevertheless, a mere glanoe at the wide 
horseshoe was enough to make his pnlse run 
swiftly. 

The warm spring smishine, the interesting 
novelty of seeing their favorites pitted against a 
team like the Wolves, bad drawn forth a goodly 
crowd, which was cbatterii^, joshing, and yelling 
shrilly in the sheer exuberance that marked the 
ending of a winter's hibernation. Tier i^on tier 
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fhej loomed up, closely packed, and latently omi' 
nooB, the real dictators of the diamond,, waiting 
the slightest ezctue — or none at all — to change 
their careless laa^ter into roars of oalloiu abuse. 

Stone slipped into the sheltered sednsion of the 
bench. "I onj^t to find a jellyfish and swap 
spines with him," he told himself in measureless 
scorn. 

Fartively sizing np the other men, he was mo- 
mentarily chagrined to find that they all seemed 
to consider the affair a great lark. To be sure, 
some of that ezcessive nonchalance might be the 
product of clever simulation, just as he himself 
was giving an accurate imitation of carefree as- 
surance. There was a good deal of consolation 
in the thought; even more in the discovery that 
Bobinson was distinctly overdoing it 

"Begular buck fever, that's all it is,** dedded 
Pebble. *' Classy 's got it as bad as I have, whidi 
is some comfort" 

It seemed odd that he should be having his first 
attack of nerves at this late day. When he came 
to think of it, his d^ut with the Sluggers, or 
even that first appearance with Joe Brody's much 
more efficient team, were both more trying than 
the present occasion; yet he had been cool as a 
encumber. Perhaps it was because the fever of 
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the game bad not then entered into his blood to 
make him care as he did now. 

A sndden hush, followed by the bawling in- 
coherence of the umpire's announcements, sent a 
tingling down the recruit's spine. 

For once mmor was correct: Smoky Pete Cor- 
bia was to pitch. As Gifford watched the wide, 
lean, awkward-looking man stroll ont upon the dia- 
. mond, perfect assurance written all over bim, 
the sense of his own youth and rawness threat- 
ened to overwhelm him like a flood. 

If Corbin was cool, he had nothing on Tug 
Hanny, who was to lead off at bat The sight of 
Tug's freckled face, its big mouth set in a tolerant 
grin, its jaws working with rhythmic precision^ 
heartened Stone wonderfully. Manny was noted 
for reaching the initial sack by hook or crook. 

"Stick it on 'em to-day, Pete I" howled the 
bleacherites, plunging with delight into their self- 
oonstitnted duties as coachers. "Show up these 
fonrflushersl" 

Corbin stood on one leg and clawed the air, let- 
ting drive his fast one. Manny started to swing, 
but checked himself, and the ball shot across his 
shoulders into the catcher's mitt. When a strike 
was called, Tug frowned and made a gesture in- 
dicating extreme altitude. 
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"Only one," tbon^t Pebble. "Hell hit or 
walk; that's his way." 

His oonfidenoe in the batter tamed ont to be 
unwarranted. Hanny let one wide one pass, 
swung at a ooazer, and then sent np a M^ fly that 
the center fielder bagged ahnost without stirring 
from his tracks. 

The fans rejoiced ranconsly, and adjnred their 
idol to keep up the good work. Corbin's speed 
did not awe Sing Eipper a whit, however, and 
with three and two called, he ponnded the sphere 
at the shortstop, who juggled it long enough for 
the runner to make first. 

Larry Cottrell was the next to fall before Cor- 
bin, fouling ont back of third. Stone turned his 
eyes anziondy on Courtney, moving to the pan. 
Mentally he implored Bob to do something. And, 
wuting coolly, the hard-hitting fielder picked one 
that suited him and drove out a single which made 
Qifford 'a heart leap exultingly . 

"That's the boy I" muttered the shortstop de- 
lightedly. "Now if Scrappy — " 

He broke off abruptly, and rose swiftiy from 
the bench. For a moment or two he had forgot- 
ten himself. He batted after Scrappy Betts. As 
he stepped from the dugout, the rumbling, inar- 
ticulate murmur of the great OTOwd smote his ears 
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like the roar of a tempest to one just emerging 
from shelter. Mechanically he stooped over the 
row of bats, testing one after another. If 
Scrappy reached first, possibly it wonld populate 
the comers with two down. For a moment Stone 
shrank from the responsibility, almost wishing 
Betts wonld fan. Then hia teeth clicked together, 
and he straightened np, twirling two bats deftly. 
Let it come I 

He watdied the batter. Two strikes! Almost 
fiercely he hoped the man wouldn't fan. When 
the welcome crack came he whooped alond, and 
beheld the sphere fall short of the speeding 
left fielder. Then he walked swiftly to the 
plate. 

Above the din, the click of telegraph instm- 
ments sonnded from the press table where the re- 
porters were swarming almost as thickly as they 
would on the opening game of the season. They 
were telling that one of Frazer's more or less 
proclaimed finds was now at bat But Stone 
heard nothing, saw nothing, thought of nothing 
bat the business in hand. His mind, in full com- 
mand of his body, was concentrated on the job of 
solving Smoky Pete's slants. Of nervousness he 
felt not a flicker. His time having come, he was 
master of himself. 
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* ' Oh, look at little pink cheeks t * ' Bhrilled a voioe 
from the stand. 

"Don't hit the poor child, Pete I" begged an- 
other. 

They might have spared their throats and lungs. 
Pebble's eyes were fastened on the tall, rangy 
pitcher. He smiled a bit as the monndsmaii 
sparred for time. The trick did not irritate him; 
it brought no touch of impatience or over-anxious- 
ness; time meant no more to him than it did to 
Smoky Pete; he had it to spare. Suddenly Cor- 
bin tied himself into a knot and uncoiled, sending 
the sphere, swift as a bullet, toward the plate. 
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HIS BIO LEAQDB DEBDT 

IF there was an^ ball made to order for 
Pebble Stone, it was one on the inside comer 
across the shoulders. He conld hook it a 
mile. Never having pitched to this insignificant- 
looking recrait, Corbin naturally had no means of 
knowing this. He simply put over the one he had 
found most effective in the past, espedally with 
the many bnahers he had been np against. 

Oifford met the ball with a free, sharp swing, 
and the crack of the impact rang dear and true 
as minted gold. Like a leaping fawn, he was off; 
like a scared rabbit, he streaked it down the line 
to first 

Over Ihe sack and away toward second he went, 
with the speed of a hnndred-yard sprinter. Two 
fielders were after the ball; one of them would 
have it in a second. But still there was a chance 
that he conid stretch the hit into a three-bagger — 
a bare chanoe. If he failed, greenhorn that he 
was, he would be roasted by the crowd, his team- 
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mates, the manager, and the reporters. Jt he 
snoceeded — ^well, it was something worth trying 
for, and he took the long chance. 

Coming np from second like a gale of wind, he 
saw the third haseman set himself to make the 
catch. The hall was coming, too. Stone hit the 
dirt and shot under the man, reaching for the 
cashion with one foot. He found it at the same 
instant, it seemed to him, that the gaardian of the 
hassock nailed him with the horsehide. 

Panting, he lay still as the dnst settled, scarcely 
daring to hope. He could not see the ompire or 
hear his voice. It was the protesting roar from 
the stand which conveyed to him the grateful 
knowledge that he had heen declared safe, and 
hroDght him to his feet like a thing made of mb- 
ber. 

"If you could only hit once in a while yon'd be 
a real ball player kid,*' drawled Mamiy, his eyes 
twinkling. "Why didn't you make a home run 
while you were about itf* 

"What was the nset" returned Pebble, beat- 
ing the dust from his shirt in little spurts. "I'd 
have had to nm that much farther, and we dont 
need the score." 

Doubt, nervousness, hesitation had vanished as 
mist before the morning sun. like the diver who 
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has made his plunge and fonnd the water not 
nearly as cold as he expected, Oifford glowed 
joyously. Smoky Pete was no demigod, bnt jast 
an ordinary hnman with weakneases like all the 
rest. Henceforth tiie shortstop woold face him 
without a trace of worry. 

Pehble did not score. The next man fanned, 
and the time came for him to show what he coold 
do on the field. 

Perhaps, in his eagerness to make good after 
that long period on the bench, he became too 
anxious. Also, it seemed that fate, having handed 
him one big tnimp, dealt him thereafter some difS- 
cnlt cards to play. He did not make the flawless 
showing he had hoped for; bnt then, covering the 
big amount of ground that he did, and trying 
Bometimea for the impossible, it was a bit remark- 
able that only two errors were recorded against 
him. At least, he was guilty of nothing resem- 
bling bonehead thinking. 

His "stunts" were wildly applauded by the 
stand and bleachers alike, and the crowd was 
equally prompt to deride his ftulnres. In the 
press stand it was different. The seasoned news- 
paper veterans, not a few of whom had followed 
the game for many years, frowned upon the new 
shortstop's pyrotechnics. That he needed bak- 
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ing was almost the nniverBal opinion, and more 
than one proceeded to ^ve him a roast. While 
most of the reporters commented on the speed and 
snap shorn hj the Wolves so early in the season, 
in all that body of newspaper men only one 
fathomed the oaose thereof. 

Philip Chatterton, the greatest e]q}ert of them 
all, began early in the day to snspeot that the new 
sbortstop had something to do with it; with the 
ending of the seventh inning be was sure. In 
spite of his errors, there was a dash and daring, a 
lightning swiftness in every movement of the raw 
recmit which, nnconscionsly, no doubt, trans- 
mitted itself to the other players, and keyed them 
np to a pace they rarely reached save toward the 
finish of a close season. 

Chatterton found himself mildly interested b^ 
the novelty of the spectacle. His wide experience 
had brought him into touch with similar cases, bnt 
usually the possessors of such infections magnet- 
ism were tried veterans, brilliant, wise, canny, and 
dependable in any emergency. 

"The kid's going to be valuable after he's 
stowed away some experience and learned a few 
things,*' dedded the expert "As it is, I'm afraid 
Ben won't get much use of him this season." 

The Wolves won the game, and Stone was happy 
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until he saw the newspapers. One stated that he 
seemed to fancy himself the whole team ; another 
said he had interfered with the other players, and 
grand-standed at every opportnnity; but it waa 
the advice of a third that Manager Frazer should 
spank bjm soondly and pnt him back in his little 
tmndle bed, that made him squirm as if the recom- 
mended chastisement were actually taking place. 

After a little, however, he laughed Boftly. 
"Jingoes I" he breathed. "I made a hit — ^now 
didn't I! I thought I was sent ont there to play 
baseball, not to stand round and adorn the aceo- 
ery. I wonder what the chief really thought t 
He didn't say anything." 

Nor did old Ben say anything until after the 
exhibition game with the first-diviBion team, 
which the Wolves lost Despite the newspapers. 
Pebble did not chain down a whit in this game, 
and he made only one error. This, however, was 
costly, and it was made on a batted ball tiiat Tug 
Manny might have handled had not Stone, barely 
tonching the sphere with his fingers, deflected 
it 

When it was all over, the shortstop heard from 
Frazer at last The manager gave him a verbal 
trimmii^ that made his ears tingle. Instead of 
wilting under this lashing, however, he took it like 
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a sport At the finisli, he dreir a long breath, and 
observed: "I'm sorry about one thing/' 

"What's thatf" growled Ben. 
■'"I've got to buy a new hat The one I've been 
wearing is a seven, bat six and an eighth is my 
size now." 

"Get a six,'* advised Frazer, "and put a string 
on it Bo yon won't lose it in a breeze." la spite 
of himself, he oonld not conoeal a grin as he turned 
away. 
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THB CLAB8 OV OL&SST 

THE opening day came at last with its noiBe 
and bustle, its blare of brass bands, its 
dense, close-packed mob of shouting, 
cheering hnmanity. Here Stone got his first 
glimpse of Jake Beatty, rotond, thick-necked, 
heavy-jowled, and very much in evidence in the 
owner's box. Beside him sat a woman, young, 
blond, and handsome in a dashing sort of way, 
who might have been his daughter, but who was 
really his second wife. The shortstop leaned 
this information from overtiearing a chance re- 
mark of Robinson's, in which he sneeringly re- 
ferred to her as "tiiat bottle blonde." Gifford 
wondered idly what Classy had against her. She 
looked like a very decent sort, though not exactly 
the type that appealed to the shortstop. 

Rube Vedder, recovered from his recent indis- 
position, was in the game. It was the first good 
chance Pebble had had to study tiie veteran's 
work and compare it with his own- He saw very 
qnickly that Vedder's methods were radically dif- 
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ferent Vedder was preeminently a safe, con- 
Bervative player. He was swift, sure, and wily 
as a fox, with an almost oncanny intaition as to 
the direction of a hit, which brought a tonch of 
envy to the man on the bench. 

Bat as the game progressed this feeling oozed 
away. Gradually the shortstop realized that the 
older man was straining every nerve and work- 
ing np to the very limit of his reserve power. 
That brainy headword and admirable restraint 
which Stone was finding so difficult to acquire was 
Vedder's chief asset. What had come from years 
of ripe experience was now being used to cover 
the loss of snap, and dash, and enduranoe — ^to 
minimize, in short, the slow failing of those powers 
his young rival possessed in abundance. 

With Vedder in the game, the Wolves played 
well and smoothly, but somehow a tonch of the 
snap and dash shown in those two preliminary 
contests seemed lathing. Their opponents, the 
first-division Specters, took three games out of the 
four, and in the succeeding series against the Pan- 
thers the best the home team could do was to break 
even. 

The suooession of interminable afternoons with 
nothing to do but size np the opposing players 
and plan what he might accomplish if Frazer ever 
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put him into a game, followed hy eveningB of 
listening to old Blister's growing complaints of 
managerial faTorilismr began to get on Pebble's 
nerves. He grew irritable, at times almost moody. 
Things which normally would have left him nn- 
moved seemed more and more to annoy him ont 
of all due proportion. He lost not a little of his 
whimsical good hnmor. 

Chief among the things which irritated him was 
Bobinson's air of tolerant superiority. Having 
become a fixture at third base, Classy carefully 
cultivated the older men. He was- a smooth talker, 
and an all-round good fellow when he <^08e to be. 
He now exerted himself to make a good impres- 
sion, and he played his cards weU. His per- 
formance one night at a mnsio ball was little short 
of masterly. 

Stone was not one of the party, bat he learned 
all the details next morning from Bob Gourbaey. 
For several days afterward it was the principal 
topio of conversation in the dnbhouse. On the 
impolse of the moment several of the players had 
drifted into the St George, where the drawing 
card happened to be Bat McCarty, the well- 
known welter-weight After the usual bout with 
his sparring partner, the pugilist perfonotorily 
made his customary offer to put on the gloves with 
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any aspiring person in the audience who cared to 
take the risk, and, to the astonishment of his com- 
panions, Bobinson made instant response. 

"Some of the boys tried to hold him back," re- 
counted Conrtney, "but he was too quick for them. 
By Jove I We needn't have worried. Ton know 
there's no love lost between us, but he sure can 
handle hie dukes. I'll hand it to him there. He 
outpointed McCarty all along the line, and at the 
end of three rounds the slngger was so far gone 
that his manager had to bntt in to save his face. 
There was pretty near a riot in the audience." 

Stone packed his trunk for the Western tour in 
an uncomfortable firame of mind. His patience 
was rapidly becoming a thing of shreds and tat- 
ters. Moreover, he realized that it was only a 
question of time before bis grouch, hitherto con- 
cealed from the other members of the team, wonld 
get the best of his self-oontroL 

On the b-ain, as if he had just happened to think 
of it, Frazer curtly informed him that there was 
a possibility of bis being used the following day in 
the first of a series with the White Wings. Al- 
thongh it seemed too good to be true, and he had 
to hold on to himself to refrain from whooping 
with joy, Gififord succeeded in keeping bis ela- 
tion hidden. 
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That evening, and the next day before the game, 
he went over and over witii oeaselesB caution the 
many bits of advioe and warning he had reoeived 
from both Frazer and Bob. Repression seemed 
to be the keynote of them all. He most try to re- 
member that there were eight other players on the 
team; he mast hold in check those lightning im- 
pnlses whidi had made him try for everything be 
oonld reach whether it was in his own territory or 
that of some other man. 

Of oonrse he overdid it. The long wait and the 
constant broodii^ over his faults combined to 
swing the pendnlnm the other way. His work la 
the game was not exactly mediocre, bat it did err 
on the side of overcantion, and was noticeably 
lacking in the dash and daring which had f ormeriy; 
been pronounced. He was fariona with himself. 
When he growled about his stopidity to Courtney, 
Bob merely laughed. 

"Tou don't expect to get it all in a minute, do 
yon?" asked the veteran, as they entered the dub- 
house. "Most recruits are a full season, or even 
two, breaking into the team. Tou've swang to 
both extremes. Every time you play after this 
yoa ought to come closer to hitting the right 
average. Use your head all the time, son. It's 
a matter of practice and brainwork." 
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"That sounds easy, Bob," said Pebble, "but how 
am I going to get any practice when Ben shoves 
me into a game only once a montht" 

He paused rather abruptly at the door of the 
locker room. They had delayed a little on the 
ifield, so that most of the players were throng 
their showerB and hustling into street clothes. 
Close by the door, his toilet almost complete, sat 
Bobinson, lacing up a shoe. Gathered about him 
were four or five of his particular cronies. From 
the expression of their faces he was evidently in 
the midst of an uncommonly diverting reoitaL 
The sudden silence which greeted the appearance 
of Courtney and Stone, no lees than tiie elabo- 
rately unconscious air assumed by one or two of 
the group, bron^t to Gifford the swift suspicion 
that either he or his friend had been tiie subject of 
the conversation. 

Bolnnson, however, betrayed no embarrassment 
"Come in, Peb," he invited, in that d^berately 
patronizing manner which so rasped Stone. 
"Maybe yon can tell ns what we want to know. 
Tou alwa^ were a good gnesser." 

The shortstop leaned indolently against the 
decreasing, his eyebrows slightly lifted. "Is it 
possible yoQ ever have to be told anything, 
Classy t" he exclaimed, in pretended sorprise. 
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A flash of annoTance, flickered in Bohinson's 
eyes, bnt Tanished before a rosh of vindictive tri- 
umph- "I don't — often," he retorted. "This is 
a case, though, vhere yon 11 probablj be able to 
^ve me information. WeVe jnst been trying to 
flgare ont why Ben's dickering for a new in- 
fielder." 

It was impossible to miss the significance of his 
tone; the most obtnse conld not ful to get his 
meaning. Beneath the loose folds of his flannel 
shirt Gifford's mnscles tightened suddenly, but his 
features remained impenetrable. "A new in- 
fielderl" be exclaimed, m interested atirprise. 
"Beallyl Ton don't mean to say the chief is go- 
ing to give yon an nnderstndy? Can it be possi- 
ble t" 

Robinson's tanned face took on a deeper tinge. 
"Not likely," he replied, "when he's got a palsied 
old shortstop aching for the toboggan route to the 
minors, and nobody to take the position bat the 
greenest kind of a half-ripe quince." 

In his eagerness to take a dig at his enemy, Bob- 
inson had foi^tten for an instant his policy of 
Ingratiating himself with the older men. The 
words had scarcely passed his lips before he re- 
membered that, while Yedder himself was not 
present, the veteran's friends oonld hardly help 
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hearing the slur. The realization of this did not 
tend to improTe Ms temper. 

"After the show you made of yourself out 
there," he continQed ^ciouBly, "I shonldnH think 
yon'd waste mnch time wondering why Frazer's 
hunting for new timber." 

Stone's eyes shone. *'I was pretty bad, wasn't 
IT" he confessed niuvely. "I tell yon what, It 
don't pay to copy another man's style. You aeem 
to get away so well with that play-it-safe, never- 
take-a-ohanoe staff, I thought I'd try it I ought 
to have been wise that one of that brand was all a 
club could carry without swamping." 

Some one snickered, and Bobinson blazed with 
wrath. "That's meant to be funny, I suppose t" 
he snarled. "Let me tell you — '* 

"Funny— not mnchl" cut in Stone, with a re- 
gretful shake of his head. "It's only too pain- 
fully true. I'm afraid there's nothing for me to 
do but get back to real work again and leave the 
sure things and virgin-error column to you." 

Bobinson was on his feet, his face purple, his 
eyes blazing. "Just out that staff out, and do it 
quick 1" he commanded harshly. "A litUe mor^ 
and yon may get something yon don't expect'* 

Pebble smiled engagingly. "Like the poor old 
geezer at the St. George last weekT" he inqnired 
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Bweetlf. "It was an awfnl shame to crab his act 
like that, Classy. There he was, soft as mush and 
fat as butter from weeks and weeks of mixed ale 
and loafing, with his little sparring atnnt all doped 
ont so 's not to tire him too madi; or take his wind. 
Why, he'd jnst abont forgotten what a real scrap 
was like. Yon had to bntt in jnst for the sake of 
a grand-stand play, and spoil — " 

Bohinson leaped forward like a cat. Before 
any one conld make a move to prevent it, he let 
drive at Stone, canght him on the point of the jaw, 
and knocked him with a crash against the door- 
casing. 
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THX CHALLENGE 

PEjBBLE awoke to find himself stretched on 
a robbing table with something soft un- 
der his bead, and the pungent tang of am- 
monia in his nostrils. For a mcnnent he stared 
blankly into the face of Bob Conrtney, who was 
bending over him. Then he raised himself slowly 
on one elbow. 

"Where's the man that did itf* he asked, his 
gaze sweeping the room and discovering, besides 
Gonrtaey, only Tag Manny and Dennis McKeown. 
"Gone!" 

The center fielder nodded. "Uh-huh. Qood 
riddance, tool" 

Stone sat np, waving away the qnickly proffered 
assifltanoe of Courtney. "I'm all right now," he 
said gmffly. He slid off the table. As his feet 
tonched tiie floor, he announced in a qmet, matter- 
of-fact tone: "I'm going to give that dnb a nioe, 
comfortable thrashing." 

Manny stared in astonishment Courtney's ex- 
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preBsion was first inoredalons, then puzzled. 
Pebble's eyes were clear and bard; his month 
resolnte. The color had come back into his face. 

"I only wish yon oonld," declared the ontfielder 
sincerely, "but that's impoHsible." 

Stone moved toward the door, nnbnttoning his 
shirt. * ' Ib i 1 1 " he laughed qneerly. ' ' Then 
you're going to see a miracle if yon stick aroond; 
the impossible is going to happen." 

The characteristic drawl, in itself suggestive of 
whimsical hnmor, was gone from his voice. He 
was strangely calm, apparently almost placid, yet 
something made them feel that within him a demon 
of resentful rage was dancing. 

"Oh, Bee here, kid," cried Manny, bis eyes 
widening, "don't be a fool I That guy's a regular 
professional slngger. I saw him do up Bat Mo- 
Carty last week, and, believe me, he can handle 
his mitts like a white hope. " 

Pebble vanished into the locker room. They 
followed him. While the shortstop stripx>ed and 
got into his street clothes they did their best, 
singly and in concert, to point out the ntter folly 
of what he meant to attempt To all of their argu- 
ments he turned a deaf ear. 

"He hit me, didn't heT" he remartted, as he 
painstakingly brushed his hair. " I '11 promise you 
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one thing: I won't punch him while his hands are 
down. Yob can depend on that Bat I'll make 
him pnt themnpl" 

"Great seisBora!" muttered Manny in McKeo- 
wan'a ear. "The little shrimp's mad clean to the 
bone." 

"And when th^ get that way," was the low- 
spoken response, "nothing bat a thorough beat- 
ing will bring 'em to their senses. We'll have to 
let him take Ms medidne." 

Even Conrtney felt that it wonld be useless to 
try to restrain Stone in his present mood. All 
three were as sure as they were sure of anything 
in the world that Pebble was doe to bring npon 
himself further and severer punishment. So they 
shed their working togs, got into street clothes, 
and accompanied the shortstop to the hotel. Be- 
fore the hotel was reached Courtney, hoping that 
the man would cool down if {pven time, suoeeeded 
in extracting a promise from Stone that he would 
not start anything until after dinner. 

In the lobby they parted to get ready for din- 
ner, but the center fielder was waiting for Pebble 
when he appeared again. Ihiring the meal Court- 
ney was by far the more nervous of the two. 
Stone carried himself with an air of calm indiffer- 
ence that made the veteran wonder if he had not 
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wisely thoaght better of liis vengeful design. He 
ate leisnrely, with every appearance of appetite, 
though his companion observed that he was rather 
more sparing than nanal. Only once did tbe older 
man attempt to refer to the disagreeable topic 
With perfect good bnmor, but with a finality which, 
was nnmistakahle, Pebble dismissed the subject; 
and Courtney, made aware that he had by no 
means abandoned his purpose, turned his thoughts 
to plans for reducing the shortstop's inevitable 
punishment to a Tni n i m uTTi- 

Af ter the meal. Stone talked with the hotel man- 
ager for a few minutes. When he rejoined Court- 
ney his eyes were bright and his manner brisk. 
"Well, SQppose we hunt up our accomplished 
friend," he said. "I thought I saw him enter the 
writing room a few minutes ago." 

"Classy" BobiuBon was there at one of the 
desks, though not writing. His expression sullen 
and ill-tempered, he lounged on a chair, talking 
with two other players. Followed by Courtney 
and Tug Manny— the latter, on the alert for 
trouble, had joined them at the door of the writ- 
ing room — Pebble walked deliberately to the desk 
and paused, his hands thrust into the pockets of 
his coat. 

"Boasting of your latest pugilistic triumph?" 
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he inquired blandly, but vith a distinctly scornfol 
Tmdercarrent in his voice. 

Clasay gave him a diedainfol look. "Hardly," 
he sneered. "It wasn't worth mentioning." 

"That's right," agreed Stone. "It was snoh a 
contemptibly low trick that I can imagine even yon 
feeling ashamed of it Yon sln^r^ me when I 
wasn't prepared, and in retom I propose to give 
myself another chance. I've secnred a set of five- 
onnce gloves and hired a private room npstaira 
where we can put them on and settle oor little dis- 
agreement without any chance of intermption." 

Robinson stared. Then he laughed harshly. 
"Put on the gloves withyoni" he scoflEed. "Why, 
yon poor, undersized scrub I I wouldn't waste my 
time boxing with a half-baked kid. ' ' 

"Yon won't have to waste much time, Bobin- 
son," returned Pebble. "It shouldn't take more 
than five or ten minutes, at most And you've 
simply got to fight, for 111 resort to any means to 
compel yon, even though I know you're naturally 
a white-livered coward." 

With a snarl, Bobinson rose to his feet, his fists 
denched. That his attack on Stone iu the club- 
house was a mistake had already been effectually 
borne home by the chilly attitude of the men whose 
favor he desired so keenly, and he did not mean to 
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Tepeat the error. Nerertiielesa, with fingers itch- 
ing to lay hold of his insolent f4)nnentor, it took 
every particle of will power he poBsessed to re- 
strain himself. 

"You poor fool!" he rasped. "I oonld beat 
your head off in one ronnd, but IVe had trouble 
enongh already on yonr account Chase yourself, 
before yon get hurt." 

"Yon wont fight t" persisted Pebble in an 
oddly harsh Toioe. 

"Not with you I" snapped Classy. "But in 
about one minute I'll torn yon over my knee and 
spank you." 

The shortstop's hand shot oat, pludced an ink- 
well from the desk, and dashed the contents into 
Bobinson's face. The flood of black liquid 
splashed over his mouth, and chin, and collar, and 
dripped in great, disfiguring blotches upon his im- 
maculate elotiies. 

With a roar, Robinson sprang blindly forward, 
seeking to reach Ms enemy. One of his friends 
grabbed him from behind ; and Courtney, thrusting 
Pebble swiftly aside, stopped the fellow's rush 
with his own big bulk. 

' ' Not here I " be said sharply. ' * As long as this 
has got to come off, it's going to be done right" 

"You— you — "gasped the infuriated man cbok- 
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ingly. Suddenly he seemed to pull himself to- 
gether, and, prodnomg a handkerchief, began to 
wipe Mb face. "Where's — ^that private roomt" 
he panted. 
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AUGMENTED by MeKeown and Smoke 
Jordan, picked np in the lobby, the party 
filed quietly into the private dining room 
and stood round while the bell boy switched on 
lights. There were sponges and towels in the 
room, two pitchers of water, and on the table lay 
a set of light boxing gloves. Stone had persuaded 
the good-hnmored hotel manager to have every- 
thing ready. 

Courtney, who had quietly assumed the position 
of director, quickly dismissed the boy with a tip, 
and closed the door. At the click of the key in the 
lock, Bobinson, still breathing a bit unevenly, 
finng off coat and waistcoat, and jerked at hia 
collar with fingers that were shaking. His face, 
grotesquely streaked with ink, wore an expression 
of fierce, consuming eagerness. 

The room was cleared and a ring indicated by 
placing a good-sized square rug in the center of 
the thick carpet. It was to be a regular bout, by 



iiizedbv Google 



THE FIGHT 255 

rounds, with a referee and timekeepers. The vet- 
eran fielder insisted on that, thinking thus to save 
Stone, in a measure, the severe pnoishment he 
wonld be sore to receive in a strai^t fight to a 
finish. 

"There'll be no foaling, eitiier," he said in an 
undertone to Manny. "I won't stand tor that 
If the kid begins to get too badly beaten ap, well 
find some pretext to stop it** 

He felt sure tliat soch interference wonld be 
necessary to save the shortstop from the oonse- 
qnences of his folly. Courtney was somelMng of 
a boxer himself and knew the real staff when he 
saw it : Pebble might be able to spar a little, bnt 
he stood no ohanoe against the fellow who had 
oatpointed Bat MoCarty. 

When the combatants stood forth, stripped to 
the waist the five-oonoe gloves fastened on their 
hands, the contrast was even more depressing. 
Compared with Bobloson's balk and brawn and 
look of latent power, Pebble se«aed nnderslzed, 
almost nnderdeveloped. 

Neither man offered to sh^e hands. While the 
self-appointed referee annonnoed the simple roles, 
they eyed each other from opposite comers of the 
rag; Stone cool and half smiling, bnt with a tonch 
of hardness abont the month and chin; Bobinson 
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black as a timnderclond and qoivering with eager- 
nesB to begin. 

"Peb's got JQst one chance," thong&t Courtney^ 
as he stepped back. "Glassy's so mad he may 
help to lick himself. ' ' 

For a space it looked as if this might come tme. 
At the word. Classy leaped forward as if shot 
from a catapnlt. To the onlookers it seemed that 
he meant to beat down his opponent by a whirl- 
wind rush. He drove Stone across the mg in a 
twinkling. On the farther edge, just as the men 
taking the place of the rope were about to thrust 
Stone back, he side-stepped, dn<Mag a swing, and 
footed it to the center of the ring. Bobinson 
whirled and followed np, still rnshing; hnt this 
time, as he dodged, Stone landed a short-arm jolt 
on his ribs which made the man grant 

Conrtney'a eyes opened a little. "That jarred 
Mm," he thonght "The kid's oool as zero 
weather. If Bobinson keeps that np — '* 

Classy did not keep it np. The shock of that 
blow seemed like a douche of cold water to his 
maddened spirit The impolsive fuiy of hia at- 
tack suddenly ceased; with a lithe, springy tread 
he followed Stone closely. A look of disappoint- 
ment oame into Courtney's eyes. Bobinson *b sud- 
den shift to the oool, braii^ restraint of the trained 
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fighter made the final oatcome a foregone oondn- 
sion^ 

For some seconds the two men felt for each 
other, feinting, parrying, blocking, turning slowly, 
their gloves spatting together now and thm. 
Suddenly the larger man feinted swiftly with his 
right, there was a lightning exchange of thud- 
ding blows, guarded or blocked, the pad of stock- 
inged feet muffled by the soft rag, and, last of 
all, the fiash of Pebbla ducking swiftly out of dan- 
ger. 

Following every movanent, shifting bis posi- 
tion as the fighters shifted, Courtney found bis 
pulse beating a little unevenly, and was conscious 
of a slight dryness in hia throat Twice he had 
seen Pebble block punches he was doubtful that 
be himself could have stopped. The smaller man 
must have much more science than he had sup- 
posed. But if he knew how to fight, why didn't 
be take the offensive, instead of using up his en- 
ergy in ducking, dodging, and unnecessary f oot- 
workt 

As the round progressed, Courtney asked him- 
self that question more than once. Pebble con- 
tinued his defensive tactics, scarcely once getting 
in a really effective blow. As pure defense, it was 
an almost brilliant exhibition; that was just what 
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puzzled the ontfielder. With such uncommon 
ability for evading punishment, it was difficult to 
imagine him lacking the power to administer a lit- 
tle of it Why didn't he start inf 

Once the referee felt snre that the time had 
oome. Feinting oleverly, Robinson suddenly 
launched a swing at Stone's jaw, which, if it had 
landed squarely, would have ended the fight. 
Stone dodged, but the punch struck glanoingly, 
knocking him backward, to fall momentarily on 
one knee. 

He was up again like a flash ; like a flash he flung 
himself at his opponent, his eyes blazing wrath- 
fully. Then, as if a brake had been jammed on, 
he stopped and waited cafanly for the other man, 
A few seconds later the fioish of the round found 
him dexterously slipping out of the comer into 
which Classy had driven him. He was amazin^y 
serene. 

"What are yon trying to do?'* demanded Court- 
ney, in a low tone, while Manny busied himself 
over Stone with water and a flapping towel. 
"Why dont you get after himi" 

Pebble smiled enigmatically. ' ' No hurry. 
There's time to bum. Let him wear himself 
down a little more — " 

Whether or not these words we're intended for 
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Bobin8on*B ears, the man, who had refosed Mo- 
Keovn's attentions with the towel and water 
pitcher, heard them plainly. Again he blazed like 
toFoh-tonched tinder. 

*'So that's what joa*re trying to work, yon lit- 
tle bratr* he almost shonted. "Well, yoa're go- 
ing to get yours right away. Yon won't pnt on the 
gloves again in a hurry, believe mel" 

Stone's lips twitched as he gave Courtney a 
glance. "Yon see?" he whispered. 

In a flash of comprehension, the older man un- 
derstood, and wondered why it had not come to 
him before. Not only had Pebble been feeling out 
his opponent, ganging his style, fathoming his 
strength and weakness, but he had also worked 
deliberately to give a false impression of his 
ability and to lead Classy into believing he was 
delaying in order to get an advantage in ih&t 
way. Courtney knew something of psychology 
and human emotion, and he felt a touch of ad- 
miration for Pebble's methods. Whether or not 
they would profit him remained to be seen. 

The second round started with a rush. Bobin- 
son had plainly made up his mind to put a stop to 
bis opponent's elusive tactics and bring matters to 
a head without delay. As before, Pebble re- 
treated from his advance until backed into a cor- 
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ner. For an instant, Gomtney had a sinking fear 
that his friend had dallied too long with fortune. 
Then something happened. 

Before Bobinson conld land a blow, two light- 
ning, nnexpeoted lefts reached his head. His 
guard went np, and a right jab in the wind made 
him gasp with mingled surprise and pain, lurch- 
ing into a clinoh. 

" Juat opening up my samples,*' murmured Peb- 
ble in his ear. ' ' There are more in the same pack- 
age." 

' * Break t * ' ordered Courtney, forcing them 
apart. 

Stone qni(^y obeyed, but Bobinson, shaking 
his head like an angry bull, promptly rushed at his 
antagonist again. Pebble met him this time, step- 
ping inside the wild swing, and searching out the 
fellow's left eye with a punch which had all the 
power ia his wiry, well-built body behind it It 
was a blow which even Buck Dyer, his instmctor 
back in the old Slugger days, would have approved. 

"One," counted Stone pleasantly. 

Then Bobinson lost himself completely. The 
pain, the 8ho(^, the humiliation, above all the daz- 
ing realization of the trick which had been played 
upon him, swept away the last shadow of his self- 
restraint He charged again and again, blindly. 
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Time after time Be aeemed to have the little short- 
stop cornered, bat always Stone elnded him at the 
last moment, ducking, side-stepping, jerking his 
head ont of danger. And all the while he was cut- 
ting the man to pieces \rith a hail of stinging jabs 
in the face. Panting, snarling, staggering, Robin- 
son f onght on, making swings which were pitifully 
wOd and oseless. The blind mabes and frantic ef- 
forts to get his man were exhausting his wind 
and strength. His movements became slower, 
heavier; he breathed wheezingly through open, 
swollen lips. 

"I'm afraid you're about all in," conunraited 
Pebble, with mock commiseration. "The other 
lamp needs attention, thongb. It would be a pity 
to leave your eyes mismated, so I think 111 — " 

He broke off abruptly in the very act of driv- 
ing through the other's futile guard. A curious 
transformation came over his faoe. The light of 
revengeful laughter vanished from his eyes, leav- 
ing them full of an odd self-contempt He stared 
at the puffed, bruised, battered countenance be- 
fore him, something like shame written on his 
face. Then, with the sudden, nervous haste of 
one wishing to banish a distasteful spectacle^ he 
leaped forward like a tiger, sending his right 
wmashiTig to the big man's heart 
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Bobinaon went down. Even aa the man's bodj^ 
struck the floor, Stone turned and thrust out both 
hands to Manny. 

"Take 'em off, Tug," be sud, eying the g^ovea 
disgustedly. 
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AS Tng Manny expressed it, Bobinson had 
been "bidding for a black eye for weeks," 
and, recovering from bis qnalms follow- 
ing the fight. Stone experienced a grim sort of 
pleasnre at having been the means of giving him 
what he was after. Even Manager Frazer's 
wrath at the discovery that his third baseman 
would be oat of the game for a day, at least, failed 
to distarb the yomig recruit With Tedder still 
under the weather, and Classy laid up, Frazer 
was practically forced to use the new shortstop. 

Daring the remaining games of the series Stone 
was very much in evidence. His playing showed 
distinct improvement Even thoag^ encoarage- 
m^it from Frazer was lacking, Pebble knew he 
had done well. Conrbiey and Manny told him so ; 
likewise his own intoitive sense of good and bad 
work. Marked interest in his performance was 
displayed ^lfy Donahae, the White Wings ' manager. 
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So he began to feel snre tliat at last his feet wen 
set on the rij^t path. 

This feeling of assurance was short-lived, how- 
ever. The opening game with the Bine StockingB 
saw Vedder back on the field and Stone again 
warming the bench. Bobinson, since his brief 
lay-off, was silent and morose under the cold in- 
difference of the men whose friendship he had 
tried so hard to cultivate. Stone he utterly ig- 
nored, mnob to the latter's satisfaction. With 
the swinging of the dab round the mrcoit, the 
shortstop's tiresome vigil on the bench continued 
aninterrupted, and was hard enough to bear pa- 
tiently without the addition of the irritating pat- 
ronage Classy had been wont to ^ve him. So 
Bobinson's partial disgrace gave no little comfort 
to the man who had brought it about. 

During his inaction, Pebble had time to think 
of another matter, which, in the stress of his battle 
for a place on the team, had been temporarily 
crowded ont of his mind. How did he know that 
Hermia Meredith was really betrothed to Bobin- 
Bont That they were on friendly terms, he knew; 
though he had seen nothing of Hermia for 
months, Laura Beid and others did not fail to keep 
Stone posted. In all this time, however, no en- 
gagement between Bobinson sad Hermia had been 
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annoimoed, and i£ there vas reason for eecrecy, 
Stone conld not see it Soppose, instead of giv- 
ing up* be persisted in the face of seeming ob- 
stacles, might he not have a fighting chance T 
Was it too late? The more he thoaght of it, 
the more Stone blamed himself for his finical 
aloofness. Knowing the man as he did, he had no 
right to stand back and let things take their coarse. 
At last he decided that as soon as he was back 
home he woald seek ont Hermia and do his best 
to place their friendship on its old footing. 

The planning of a campaign which held not a 
few difficult featores helped considerably to re- 
lieve the tedinm of his daily life. It helped, also, 
to omsh back the worries that assailed him as 
the rmnors oi a new infielder crystallized into defi- 
nite statements. From several sources came the 
positive annonnc^nent that Ben Frazer had 
bong^t Back Loatrel, a clever yoongster, who had 
been farmed ont by the Specters to an Intema- 
ti<mal cinb. It was said that Loatrel woold join 
the Wolves within a fortnight of their retam 
home. To Pebble this meant bnt one thing — his 
own finish with the dnb. Frazer's persistent fail- 
are to give him a elumoe, and a dosen other de- 
tuls of the manager's treatment of him, pointed 
to the condnsion that the little shortstop was on- 
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acceptable. But why T How coold any man make 
good when he was denied a fair chance f What 
had Frazer against him to bring ont the antago- 
nism he had shown from the very first T Pebble 
oonld not answer it, nor coold his father when the 
son pat the question to him impulsively the eve- 
ning of that first night at home. In fact, the older 
man's whole attitude was vagnely disappointing 
to the son, who wonld have been grateful jnst then 
for a touch of sympathy. He got the impression 
that old Blister was tired and disgusted with it 
all, and beginning to lose faith. This thought 
stnng even more than anything else. 

As if to cap the climax, before he could get 
to see Miss Meredith, he met her on the street, 
and her freezing formality and polite but utterly 
indifferent attitude toward him and his doings 
were like a slap in the face. He could not bring 
himself to ask if he might calL He was chilled 
through and through, and made to feel that noth- 
ing he might ever say or do would be of any real 
interest to her. 

After the first shock of disappointment had 
passed, Pebble began to feel a dull anger surging 
up within him. It was not inspired by the ^rl or 
any other spedal individual, but rather was a re- 
bellious protest against the nnfaimess of those 
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Uowg fate liad been dealing him in snch swift snc- 
cession. 

Without oaring whether it was early or not, he 
swung himself on a car and rode ont to the ball 
park. He might as well be there as walking the 
streets aimlessly, thinking of his troubles. The 
White Wings were commencing a return engage- 
ment that day, but he had received no notification 
to play. His lips curled a little. It wouldn't 
have hurt Frazer to put him in against this tail- 
end dub, which could scarcely gain a victory un- 
less it -was handed ont on a platter. 

Entering the clubhouse, he turned toward the 
locker room. Before he reached it, the voice of 
Chalm Bobinson, raised in anger, made him pause. 
In his present mood the mere sight of Classy was 
to be avoided whenever possible. 

"And that goes I" announced the third baseman 
harshly. "You don't get a red eent out of me, 
and if I catch you around here again there 11 be 
trouble." 

There was no reply, but a moment later a slim 
young man, somewhat shabbify dressed, appeared 
in the corridor and hastened toward the entrance. 
Stone eyed him rather curionaly, half tempted to 
stop him and ofiFer the aid Bobinson had so 
roughly refused. But the stranger, after a sin^e 
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fnrtive glanoe^ dropped his e7es and homed on. 
He had disappeared into the street before PebUe*s 
mind was made up. With a shmg, the shortstop 
glanced into the looker room, observed that Bobin- 
Bon waB the sole oocapant, and strolled aimlessly 
out to the field. 

His interest in the game that day vas langoid. 
The White Wings played with their oast(miary 
mediocrity, and Stone let his mind drift into other 
channels. He did not leave the bench until the 
game was over. Halfway across the field he ran 
into Bnnk Hoskins, the opposing backstop and 
consin of the manager, with whom he had ex- 
changed rather more than the nsnal amonnt of 
josh during the previous series. 

"Hello I" cried Hoskins cheerfully. "Just 
wondering where yon were keeping yourself. 
Giving old pipestems a chance to-day, eht" 

"Sure; he needs the practice," returned Pebble. 

Hoskins grinned and fell into step. "Beckon 
Frazer must be saving yon for us 1 " He chuckled. 
"Beal thou^tful of him, ain't itt" 

Pebble regarded him blankly. "For you!" he 
exclaimed in a puzzled tone. 

"Sure," afBnned the catcher. "Don't do the 
baby stare. I'm hep to the business, all ri^t. 
Jim don't keep much from me, and he sud to^y 
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that bis offer for 7011 bad been aecepted, bo 70a *U 
be one of tbe bappy family pretty quick." 

Stone's glove slipped from his fingers, and he 
bent swiftly to recover it. When be straightened 
np a toneb of color showed beneath bis tan. "Ob, 
yon mean that I" he said briefly. "I didn't get 
yon at first Yon are talking about Donahue's — 
baying me for^-the White WingsT" 

"What elset" said Hoskina. "Say," be went 
on onriously, "what's the trouble with t'raaer, 
anyhow! Why's he letting yon go this way!'* 

Stone made some sort of reply — ^just what, be 
oonldnt afterward remember. They bad reached 
the dnbbonse, and he had a feeling tiiat he must 
get away from bis companion at once. He added 
something vague about being in a hurry, and, to 
his relief, Hoskius turned away. 

"Well, see yon soon," said tbe latter. He hesi- 
tated and glanced ba<^ over his shoulder. "Hard 
luck for you, kid, being sent to this graveyard," 
be commented with grim frankness. "Bnt maybe 
yon '11 inject a little life into tbe dead ones." 
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BTOLSN SIGNALa 

STONE hoBtled into his street clothes and 
slipped away. He was too angry to talk 
to any one jnst then, even Conrtney, and 
the moment he was out of sight of prying eyes and 
receptive ears his rage bnrst forth. "A grave- 
yard," Bnnk had called it He was right; that 
was exactly what it was — ^the graveyard of* Peb- 
ble's hopes. For Frazer to sell him to this team 
of rank losers who seemed to fight persistently 
for the tail-end position was humiliation indeed. 
TbronghoQt the league existed a deeply grounded 
belief that the White Wings were hoodooed. 
Once on that team, players seemed fated never to 
come back to better company. Other managers 
never wanted them because of the Ul luck which 
was supposed to follow them individnaUy as well 
as collectively. The only way of escape was down 
to the minors. 

But Stone was utterly helpless, bound hard and 
fast as any slave by the contract he had signed. 
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He migbt refuse to go to the White Wings, but 
that would mean the finish of his career in organ- 
ized baseball. Without the consent of Donahae, 
no manager could employ him. For a apace he 
was so wrought np that he seriously considered 
^ving np the game. Presently his healthy, nor- 
mal ontlook on life returned, bringing with it even 
a touch of optimism. To give up now would be the 
act of a coward. Besides, he didn't really want 
to ; the Inre was too great. How did he know that 
he was definitely doomedl That hoodoo talk was 
only a saperstition. What was to prevent his 
smashing iti If he made a sufficiently brilliant 
showing, surely some manager would arise with 
courage enough to take him, even from the 
White Wings. 

It was in this frame of mind that he took his 
usual place on the bench the next afternoon. For 
six innings he followed the progress of the game 
perfunctorily. The visitors seemed to be in 
rather better form than usual, but nevertheless 
their column of the score board presented a series 
of neat zeros against a comfortable total of six 
runs bagged by the home team. Then, in the first 
of the seventh, Stone was suddenly galvanized 
by the spectacle of them beginning to hit He 
could scarcely believe hia eyes. The first batter 
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fanned, but tlie second reached first on Vedder's 
error. The man who followed, however, ood- 
neoted with one of Jordan's benders and dropped 
it neatly over Cottrell's bead. His snccessor 
dnplioated the bingle, and before the surprised 
Wolves oonld end the inning three men had 
crossed the rubber. In tiie ei^th the White 
Wings added two more to the score. In the ninth, 
helped not a little hy Vedder's slowness, they 
actually forced four men across the plate. The 
Wolves came up to the scratch and did some nice 
hitting of their own, but a single tally was all that 
intervened betweoi them and defeat Loc^y the 
White Wings had rallied late in the game. 

The rush and snap of this unexpected finish 
took Stone completely out of himself. Vedder 
had managed to finish the inning, but it seemed 
that he had gone to pieces completely, as if this 
was the breakdown every one apparently, except 
Frazer, bad been expecting. Pebble was not sur- 
prised to receive a curt notification that he was 
to take the veteran's place for the next game, at 
least. 

He welcomed this with carefully concealed, 
hut none the less vehement, eagerness. Besides a 
very human hope that he might give an exhibition 
whi<di would show up the manager's bad judg- 
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ment in letting him go, the shortstop was anxious 
to play for another reason. His interest had been 
aroused by that surprising bitting rally. He had 
a saspicion, which he vas keen to verify, that 
it had been caused by the visitors' stealing the 
Wolves* signals. He wasn't sare. The swing of 
an arm by a mnner on second, an tmnatnral atti- 
tude stmck by a White Wing on first, together witti 
the suspicions ease with which the batters had sud- 
denly begun to hit Smoke Jordan, was the founda- 
tion of his belief. But when the third game of the 
series opened with the performance repeating it- 
self, and the visitors finding Chick O'Brien as 
often as they had his predecessor, suspicion be- 
came certainty. 

"They're wise to the signals. Chick," Stone de- 
clared, when the home team had gathered on the 
bench. "When they can do it, they're tipping the 
hatters off to every ball you put over." 

The pitcher stared, then brought his fist down 
on one knee. "By cripesi" he exclaimed. 
"You've hit it, Peb I I knew that bunch was get- 
ting away with something funny, but I hadnt 
doped out what it was. Well put the kibosh on 
that. Biff, you'll have to g^ve me the signs so 
they cant see 'em." 

"It can't be done with rtmners on first and 
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second both," growled BM Callahan. "We'd 
better change the signals. That's the proper 
thing to do." 

' * I know something that beats that, * ' put in Peb- 
ble suddenly. "Why not hand 'em the double 
cross t Yoor idea wonld woik all right when 
there's only one on, Chick, bnt when two sacks 
are covered, how would this do ; Suppose Biff calls 
for a curve, and it's repeated to the batter by one 
of their mnners ; the minnte I see him signal I 'II 
sing out, 'Fan him, Chi<^,' or something like that, 
which will mean that you're to put over a straight 
ball instead of a curve. Something else would 
mean a different shift — ^we wouldn't need a whole 
lot — and soon we'd have those dubs so they 
wouldn't know whether they were afoot or horse- 
back. With everybody coaching, they wouldn't 
wise up in a thousand years that I was the only 
one you paid any attention to." His face ^owed 
with eager enthusiaun. He was thinking only of 
the team and of thwarting their opponents who 
had tried to put something over on them. He 
had forgotten that he had been sold; that he 
would soon be one of the very club be was work- 
ing against 

The veteran pitcher regarded him with aston- 
ishment and admiration. "Some scheme, Peb- 
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blel" lie chuckled. "It might work. How aboat 
it, Bent" 

The manager, who had been listening in silence, 
nodded his approval "Try it," he said. 

Forthwith a simple code of counter signals was 
agreed on and memorized. It worked to a charm. 
The first White Wing batter reached the sack by a 
sharp crack to left field. It was evident from the 
close watch he kept on Biff Callahan that he 
sought to oateh the latter 's signal, but Biff, 
crouching, turned his body toward third, mfllrins 
the B^ behind his knee in a manner that effectu- 
ally foiled the attempt. 

The next hitter, in spite of the yells of the 
entire infield, excepting Pebble, for Chick O'Brien 
to take him into camp laid down a clever bunt 
along the third-base line and managed to beat the 
throw by a hair. This was the situation for which 
preparations had been made. Bat made no at- 
tempt to conceal his signal now. He called for an 
outdrop, and the runner, dancing away from seo- 
ond« made a curious sweeping round and down- 
ward movement with his arm which brought the 
shortstop instantly into the play. 

"Fan him, Chickl" Stone shrilled, his voice 
sounding clear above the admonitions of the other 
ooachers. 
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The ball that came over vas a swift one in the 
groove. It passed over the sharply swung hick- 
ory, almost grazing the shirt of the batter, who 
had stepped forward to make snre of tiie curve he 
thoo^t was ccouiDg. Callahan caught it in per- 
fect throwing position, and lined it to Bobinson 
in time to get the mimer coming confidently up 
from second. The shock of it seemed to rattle 
the batter so mach that he whiffed a few seconds 
later without tondbing the sphere in three 
swings. 

Still the White "Wings were undismayed. The 
misfortune might easUy be the result of a mistake 
which ongltt not to happen agun. The tmfortn- 
nate who had transferred the signal was raked 
over the coals by the entire team for bltmdenng, 
and the visitors were ready to try agiun. But 
they were soon totally at sea. The catcher's sig- 
nals had become absolutely incomprehensible. At 
one time two fingers placed i^ainst the mitt 
seemed to mean a curve; at another time a 
straight ball followed the same signal. Amid the 
calls of the ooaohers which preceded every ball 
pitched by O'Brien, Stone's warning note passed 
unheeded. The effective hitting of tiie White 
Wings lapsed suddenly. They had scored two 
runs in the first inning, and that remained the 
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sum total of their tallies, while thdr opponents 
piled up a foil baker's dozen. 

Pebble was still grinning reminiscently aa be 
walked through the crowd toward the dnbhoose 
when a band emote his sbonlder, almost stagger- 
ing hifw 

"Wellf son," sonnded a familiar voice, "yon 
moved right np into the king row, didn't yoaV 
It was James J. Kelley, his old manager of the 
Slugger days, and, with a cry of delight, Pebble 
fell on him and began pnmping his arm np and 
down. 

'' Wdl, for the love of marvels I" he exclaimed. 
"Where did you fall from! " 

Kelley's eyes twinkled. "Oh, I jnst hap- 
pened to be in town, and thought I'd drop in and 
see a shortstop I owned once make a show of him- 
self." 

"Yon got yonr wish," said Pebble, taking the 
older man by the arm. "Come in while I change. 
I want to hear all abont everything. Say," he 
added, as the thonj^t stmcik him, "how can yon 
ran off and leave yonr team like this? Not out of 
a job, are yen t" 

"Nothing like it," retnmed James J., wiih a 
comfortable chnckle. "My job's all to the mus- 
tard, son. I got kinda tired, though, so I fonnd 
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me an imderBtud7 and hiked down here for a 
week." 

Banning o£E and leaving his team in midseaBon 
for ao trivial a reason didn't seem qnite like Jim 
Eelley, bat Stone reflected that it was none of his 
1)a8ines8, and dropped the snbject At least, the 
ex-Big Leagaer was here, and, partionlarly at the 
present jnnetnre, Pebble was glad to see him. 
With his shrewd oommon sense and comfortaUe 
optimism, the bnsh manager was a very^ good 
connselor, and, whether or not Pebble decided to 
confide all of his troubles to his old friend, the 
mere talking over of some of them wonid be a re- 
lief. Bnt first he wanted to hear all about the 
old team, and the process of dressing, pnnctaated 
as it was by many questions, lagged peroeptibly. 
In fact, even before James J. began a little gentle 
probing on his own account the bench in the 
locker room was thinning out When thej started 
for the street, twenty minntes or so later^ they 
had the place to themselves. 

At least, they thought ao, until they approached 
the private office of Manager Frazer. Stone was 
coming to the aid of a brief narration of his Big 
League experiences, omitting only the humiliating 
fact of his sale to the White Wings, which some- 
how he opnldnt bring himself to (Uscusa even with 
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Keller, when the sotmd of Frazer's angry, catting 
voice coming from beyond the door that was not 
quite closed made him pause instinctivelj. 

"I refnee, and that's all there is to it, Beattyl'^ 
Prazer snapped. *'I*ve given in to your whims 
for the last time." 

"Lord Hanyl*' came in the club owner's famil- 
iar, blatant roar. "You've got a nerve, Frazer. 
I'm boss here; don't think I ain'tl My judg- 
ment goes." 

' * Your judgment 1 ' ' sneered the manager. 
"You haven't any. You're putting the whole 
bunch in Dutch with your persistent interference. 
You boost a fellow like Bobinson and turn down 
young Stone, who's worth two of him. I've stood 
your butting in till it's got my goat. I've got my 
own reputation to think of, and henoeforth I pro- 
pose to be manager as long as I carry the title." 

"Which won't be a great while I" shouted 
Beatty. "Any employ^ of mine has to obey or- 
ders." 

"Meaningi" shot back Frazer. 

"Yon can look for another job." 

"Oh, can It" The manager's voice was cool. 
"Fire me and 111 bring suit for the full term of 
my contraot, whii^ nms another year. Pat that 
in your pipe and smoke iti" 
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Bousing himself, the astonished shortatop 
grasped Kelley hj the arm and harried him forth 
into the street^ not wishing to play the eaves- 
dropper. Ontside they pansed and regarded one 
another with qoestioning eyes. 

"Well, what do yon know abont thatf " breathed 
Pebble at last 

' ' Something doing," retomed James J. 
"Looks like you'd been barking up the wrong 
tree, son. Evidently it's Jake Beatty who's been 
holding yon down, not Frazer." 
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CHAPTEE XXXVll 

XHB BEOOND TOBOEBY 

THESE could be no doubt abont it; Beatty, 
not Frazer, had been the cause of Stone's 
slow progress. The manager's apparent 
coldness had been assnmed to save his face — the 
defense of a man maintaining his dignity and out- 
ward seeming of fnll authority. But why hadn't 
his rebellion come sooner! Pebble asked himself. 
Why hadn't Prazer taken that determined stand 
before submitting, against his better judgment, to 
the shortstop's sale? The thought of what might 
hare been so irritated Stone that he presently 
found himself replying vaguely and at random to 
something Eelley had said. He pulled himself 
together, but he was not altogether sorry when 
James J. declined his invitation to come home with 
him for dinner. He had seen old Blister that 
morning, Kelley said, and had an engagement for 
the evening. He would be out at the baU park 
next day. After what they had just overheard, 
there might be something doing, and he wanted to 
be among those present 
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To Pebble's surprise, and, somewhat to bis dis- 
appointment, nothing happened the next day. 
Though Mrs. Beatty ooonpied her nsiial place in a 
lower box, her hnsband did not show tip at alL It 
seemed odd; snrely he hadn't given in already! 
It did not occur to Stone that Frazer might have 
abandoned his stand. There was a noticeable 
briskness in the manager's manner, a snap and 
vigor in his movements, a stabbom set to his chin, 
and a glint in his eyes, which seemed to indicate 
unwavering pnrpose. Was it simply an armed 
trace, or had the arrogant Beatty been van- 
qnishedf 

His interest in the affair did not prevent Febblo 
from putting np a fine game at short The bat- 
t«ry was working with a new signal code that 
morning, and their opponents, bereft of the ad- 
vantage which had helped them for a time, made 
a poor showing. Once or twice Pebble glanced 
expectantly toward the owner's box, but through 
the afternoon Mrs. Beatty and a woman friend 
remained the only occupants. After the game 
both women rose to slip on their dust coats, and 
in the operation one of Mrs. Beatty's gloves fell 
off the rail at a moment when Stone and Larry 
Cottrell were passing. The shortstop promptly 
stepped forward and restored the glove, with a 
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little bow. La retam he got a freezing, formal 
"thanks," accompanied by a glanoe of such im- 
TniBtatable dUIike that it almost took away his 
breath. 

' "Whewl" be murmured, rejoining CottrelL 
**Lead me to an overcoat I What does this frost . 
mean? I never even spoke to the lady before." 

' ' Yon didn *t have to, * * chocked Cottrell. 
"What yon pnt over Bobioson was enough to 
make her hate your homely mng forever." 

"BobinsonV echoed Stone. "I don't get yon, 
Larry. What does she care abont himt Why, he 
hasn't any nse for her at alL" 

"Hasn't hef" ohu<^ed the first baseman. 
' ' Come again, Feb 1 They 're regular old 
friends.'* 

Having in mind Robinson's sarcastic comment 
abont the lady on the day of the opening game. 
Stone was incrednlons. 

"Yon're the real doubting Thomas," said Cot- 
trell good-hnmoredly. "Listen. 1*11 say it slow, 
so yon won't miss any. Mrs. Beatty has got a 
yonnger sister who's a qneen. About two years 
ago, Classy proposed to her, and was turned down. 
Mrs. Beatty didnt happen to agree with her ; said 
she was a little fool for not taking a nice chap like 
that She didn't lose any time letting Robinson 
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see she was sorry for him. Ton don't suppose 
be'd pass up a snap like that» do yon? He's got 
ber to believing the son rises and sets in him. 
^e thinks the team would go plumb to blazes 
without him on third ; so there he atayB.'* 

"But bow do you know — " 

''The sister married a man who is a friend of 
mine," explained Gottrell, "so I gel the dope 
straight Pretty soft for ClasBj, heyf I 
wouldn't mind having it easy like that myself." 

"But how about Beatty?" asked Stone doubt- 
folly, as they entered the dubhonse. 

"She can twist him around her finger," said 
Lany, making for his locker. 

Pebble followed slowly, dazzled by the sudden 
light which had come to him. At last he had the 
explanation of everything which had fretted and 
exasperated him since the opening of the season. 
Beatty wasn't against him, nor was his wife; it 
was Robinson, working throng the latter to 
thwart and hinder him. Classy oared nothing for 
the woman; he simply worked the friendship for 
what there was in it, both for his own advanee- 
ment and the downfall of the man he hated. It 
was really he who had sold Pebble to the 
White Wings I 

In his wrath Stone was gripped 1^ the impulse 
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to have it oat mth the scoundrel at once. Bat 
BobinBon was not in sight Some one said he had 
departed in a hony not three minates before, and 
StoBe, gulping down his rage, returned to his 
dressing. After all, what coold he doT He might 
give CUs87 another thumping, but that sort of 
revenge seoned omde and fatile. It would be 
maoh better to open Mrs. Beatty'a eyes to the real 
character of the man, but he knew enough of 
women to realize the impossibility of such a step. 
She would refuse to believe anjthing wrong of her 
favorite, and Pebble would do himself further 
damage, if that were possible. 

At the breakfast table next morning he got an- 
other jolt He came down lata to find that old 
Blister had departed. After a few words with his 
mother, he unfolded the morning paper. Almost 
the first thing his eyes rested on was a bold head- 
ing in the upper left-hand oomer of the front page: 

BASEBALL UAONATE'S NAME FOBGED. 

Crook Gets Away With $500 by Clever Imitation 
of Jake Beatty's Signature. 

Pebble hastily delved into the small print be- 
neath the capitals. It appeared that, toward noon 
the day before, a yoong man, slim, brisk, and con- 
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fident, with tlie tanned face and ^neral look of an 
athlete, had presented hiniBelf at Beatty's oth 
bank with a letter of introduction from the clnb 
owner to the second vice president. From Ma 
cage the presiding teller watched him approach 
the official and present the letter, saw him greeted 
warmly, and seated beside the vice president's 
desk. Five minutes later he appeared before the 
teller's window with a check for five hundred, 
signed by Beatty, and bearing the bank official's 
familiar "O.E." nnder the indorsement. It aQ 
seemed perfectly in order, and, while the teller was 
oonnting<ont the bills, the yonng man informed 
him casually that he had been sold to the White 
Wings and that the money was his percentage of 
the selling price. The teller was no baseball fan 
and knew nothing about players. Having re- 
ceived the money, the youth departed leisurely. 
Two hours later a chance inquiry revealed the 
fact that the vice president had never seal the 
check, muc^ less affixed his initials. The letter 
merely introdnoed a certain "John Temple," who 
desired to open an account with the trust company 
in the near future. There had been an exchange 
of pleasant words, and an. invitation for the pros- 
pective depositor to call again whenever he was 
ready for bnsiness ; that was all. 
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Pebble drew a long breath. It had been dev- 
erly put across. Even bad the teller been a base- 
ball enthneiast, he would probably have fallen for 
it just the same ; for there was a real John Temple, 
a youag pitcher who had aetoally been sold to the 
White Winga two days before. 

{teaching the concluding paragraph. Pebble sud- 
denly stiffened, gripping the rustling sheet titter, 
and muttered an ezclamatioa of startled bewilder- 
ment The printed description of the forger, 
minnte and lengthy, tallied with his own to the 
smallest detaiL 
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TBI WOUAIT IN THE DOOBWAT 

PEBBLE went over that paragraph more 
slowly. It was all there, color of eyes 
and hair, oomplexion, height, bttild — 
everything; he could not better have described 
himself, bit by bit, from his image in the glass. 
For some minntes he sat frowning at the paper. 
Suddenly he straightened up, his face flaming. 
Coold this be the explanation of Mrs. Beatty's 
hostile lookl She mnst have heard of the link- 
ing of his name with that minor forgery down at 
the training camp. Had she, womanlike, jumped 
to the conclnsion that he was concerned in this 
affair? 

With a mattered exclamation, Pebble rose 
hastily, heedless of his mother's surprised qnes- 
tion, and harried from the room. His leading im- 
palse was to call ap Beatty and find oat if he was 
sospeoted, bat before he reached the instrament 
in the library he decided to talk with Frazer first, 
Unf ortonately the manager was not at home. He 
had left fifteen minates before, his wife said — 
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for tbe baU park, she presomed. It was far too 
early for morning praotice; but, with no other 
clew, Pebble followed this one up. Without wait^ 
ing to finiah breakfast, he hurried out and canght 
a car. A few minntes after nine he jumped off 
at the gronnda. 

A taxi standing before the private entrance 
canght his eye at once, and his mind instantly 
coDoetved the possibility of a conference of some 
sort between Beatty and Ben Frazer. A second 
later he realized that there was some one in the 
cab. His eyes widened with surprise as they 
rested on the piqaant face of Mrs. Bertram^ 
Hermia Meredith's married sister. Hennia her- 
self -occupied the other seat. 

Mechanically, Stone raised his hat, hesitated a 
second, and would have passed on had not the 
yonng matron called to him. 

"Mr. Stone," she said, with a touch of petu- 
lance, ' ' have you seen anything of Mr. Bobinsou t ' ' 

Stifling his impatience, the shortstop stepped to 
the taxi, hat in hand. 

"Not this morning, Mrs. Bertram," he an- 
swered. "You were looking for himT" 

"Looking for him I" she echoed, in a tone of 
distinct anno^moe. "It ought to be the other 
way. He's been wanting Hermia and me to look 
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over your clubhouse, and after the game yester- 
day he arranged to be here at a quarter before 
nine to show ns abont before any of the team came. 
"We've been sitting here nearly half an hour, and 
I certainly don't care to wait mnch longer." 

Pebble hesitated. It was evidently ap to him. 
His glance shifted for an instant to the yonnger 
girL She sat in the farther comer, her hands 
folded in her lap, her eyes fixed straight ahead 
in an attitude of indifference which was some- 
what belied by the set of her lips and the touch 
of color in her face. Whether she was angry at 
Bobinson's delinquency, or annoyed by Stone's 
nneipected appearance, it was not easy to telL 
Suddenly conscious, however, of a desire to do 
what a moment before had seemed a bore, Pebble 
tamed again to the older woman. 

"Probably he's been unexpectedly detained," 
he said, smiling. "He may turn up at any min- 
ute. I'd he delighted, Mrs. Bertram, to show you 
around until he comes." 

Miss Meredith made a move. "It isn't at all 
necessary to trouble Mr. Stone, Edith," she said 
hastOy. "It would be much better to make some 
other arrangement — " 

"How absurd you are, Hermial" interrapted 
her sister. "We're here, and I've always wanted 
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to Bee the place. Besides, I don't believe it will 
be much tronble to Mr. Stone. Will itt" 

"It will be a great pleasure," answered Pebble, 
opening the>oab door. 

Helping them ont, he escorted them into the 
clnbbonse. The place, so far as he could tell, was 
empty save for an attendant or two. Frazer's 
door was open, bnt no sotmd issued for&. Evi- 
dently he had not yet arrived, and Pebble conld 
assnme the role of gnide with a free mind. With 
every modem convenience, after the latest pat- 
tern, the place was a marvel of comfort and 
foeanty, and the manager always insisted on order 
and neatness. Mrs. Bertram was greatly inter- 
ested. Her sister made almost no comment, bnt 
harried through the rooms, scarcely lootdng at 
anything and plainly impatient to get away. 

"It's better than I thought," said the young 
matron as they j)aused in the locker room.. "I 
never imaged yon had all these luxuries. Those 
showers — I really must — " 

The slamming of a door made her pause and 
glance expectantly into the corridor. There was 
a sound of hurried steps, and Robinson entered. 
The sight of Pebble made him frown, but his ex- 
pression swiftly changed to one of regret as he 
tamed to the ladiea. 
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"I can't tell yon how sorry I ami" he ex- 
claimed in a low tone. *'I wouldn't hare had thia 
happen for anything, bnt I was detained miezpect- 
edly by — er — " 

**Don't trouble to tax yoar inTontion," put in 
Mrs. Bertram briakly. "You probably overslept. 
I can't imagine anything else ^at wonid make a 
man keep two women waiting in the street for half 
an bonr. Fortunately, Mr. Stone oame to onr 
rescne; otherwise yon wonld not hsTe been for- 
given Boqnickly." 

"I'm very glad,** said Bobinson, though the 
look he gave Pebble was far from gratefnL "Bnt 
snrely yon haven t seen everytiiingt" 

"Oh, bnt we have," returned Mrs. BertnuUt 
evidently enjoying his diseomfitare, and bent oa 
adding to it if possible. "There's nothing 1^ 
for yon to do bnt take ns ont to the taxL Thank 
yon many times, Mr. Stone," she oontinoed, smil- 
ing on Pebble. "Do oome and see me soon. I 
haven't laid eyes on yon for ages, except at 
games." 

She held out her hand, and the shortstop took 
it, mnrmnring a polite aooeptance of her invita- 
tion. She was turning away when a gleam of in- 
terest flashed into her eyes, and she faced him 
again. "Bo tell me— I've been wanting to know 
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for days, yet I almost forgot to aak— who Is the 
strikiiig woman that comes to so many of the 
games and sits in a lower box jnst to the right of 
the reporters! She's a hlonde and dresses won- 
derfoUy, and I'm carions to know if she isn't a 
celebrity." 

"That's Mrs. Beatty, wife of the dab owner," 
answered Pebble readily. "She rarely misses a 
game, bnt I have never met her." 

"Do yon faiow her, Mr. Bobinsonf" inqnired 
Mrs. Bertram. 

"Mrs. Beatty 1" said Bobinson lightly. "Oh, 
yes; bnt I've never admired peroxide beanties. 
She doesnt appeal to me very mnch." 

Stone scarcely heard the last sentence, for his 
gaze, shifting from Bobinson, was fixed in dismay 
on the startled, hurt, bewildered face of Mrs. 
Beatty herself, who had suddenly appeared in 
the open doorway. 
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THE BOOHEBA.Na 

AB the hurt look deepened in the woman's 
eyes and a flush crept np to lose itself in 
the shadoT of her brilliant hair, Pebble 
himself reddened under his tan. He felt ashamed 
of being a mere witness to the affair. 

It was Mrs. Beatty who broke the silence with 
a single stammered word: 

"Why—" 

With a little exclamation of snrprise, Mrs. 
Bertram tamed and stood motionless, her eyes 
wide bnt comprehending. Bobinson had likewise 
whirled romid. Seeing the woman in the door- 
way, he caught his breathy and his face crimsoned. 

"Peroxide 1" mnrmnred Mrs. Beatty dazedly. 
'•"Why, you know—" She broke off abruptly, 
her color deepening. "So that's yonr real opin- 
ion of mel" she said onevenly. "And I 
thought — " 

Bobinson raised his head. There were little 
beads of moisture on his forehead. "Mrs. 
Beatty," he stammered nervously, "one momentl 
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I — ^I — Ton mnstn't think that — or— anything 
which may have Beemed — " 

"Don't tronble to apologue," she intermpted 
coldly. "I heard I" 

She had pnlled herself together with amazing 
snddennesa. Pebble watched her with open ad- 
miration. He had never thought so weU of her as 
at this moment. A trace of the shock and hart 
still lingered in her eyes, but otherwise she was 
entirely cool and self -restrained. 

"I think I nnderstand," she said, almost in- 
diflferently. "Ton only wanted — Oh, well, it 
doesn't matter now." She glanced back into the 
hallway, and raised her voice a little: "Jake, I 
haven't any more objections. Tonr friend may 
he right, after all," she said. 

Pebble regarded her cnrionsly. What did she 
meanf Ont in the corridor the tramp of feet 
seemed oddly to emphasize the stillness which had 
suddenly descended on the locker room. Pebble's 
eyes tnmed for an instant to Bobinson, white- 
faced, tight-lipped staring intently at the door. 

Beatty came in first, his fat face flushed and 
angry. Behind him, head down and nervous 
fingers interlaced, shofBed the shabby «tranger 
whom Bobinson had tnmed ont of the clubhouse 
a few days before. Frazer brought up the rear, 
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bat Stone scarcely saw him in his sarpriaed 
recognition of a fonrtb man. It was impossible 
to miatake tbat sqaare, clean-shaven face; the 
cold, li{^t-gray eyes, the assttred manner. It was 
the person who had seonred his release from that 
absurd charge of forgery two years before — Jamea 
BoUins, of the Bankers* Protective Association. 

The shortstop's jaw sagged. It didn't seem 
possible that they ooold be after him for this lat- 
est forgery, yet — 

"Why, tiiat fellow's Geo^;«, the Penman! I 
recognize him from — the newspaper pictures!'* 

Stone gave a start It was not BoUins who had 
broken the silence, but Bobinson, speaking in the 
ahrill, jerky utterance of one whose nerves were 
jangling like taut wires. His face was white, and 
the accusing finger he pointed at the shabby 
stranger behind Jake Beatty shook a little. 

"Test" said BoUins. "Well, what of it!" 

' ' What of it I " repeated CJlasay sharply. 
"Don't you see that he must have pulled off the 
Beatty forgery yeaterdayt I — I know nothing 
abont it except what was in the papers, but it has 
all the earmarks of his regpular work." 

He spoke swiftly, almost wildly, as if he hardly 
realized what he was saying, bat could not keep 
silent. Staring at him. Stone was oonsoious of an 
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odd, tinging snspense, ench as a man might feel 
who watches, powerleBB, the spattering fuse of a 
bomb. 

"YeB," agreed Bollins, "the job had those ear- 
marks. Why shouldn't it when it was careful^ 
planned to show themi" 

Bobinson swallowed hard. "Plannedf I don't 
understand," he stammered. 

The detective ignored him and tnmed to Beatty. 
"It was deverly worked out," he said. "This 
man is George, the Penman, but he didn't forge 
that check. It was done by some one who knew 
his methods perfectly and sought by careful imi- 
tation to throw the blame on him. After the che<^ 
and letter of introduction were manufactured, the 
criminal picked out a crook accomplice to get the 
coin — a man that looked so mnoh like the fellow 
who had been out of the pen less than two weeks 
that a printed description would be identicaL" 

A sudden gleam of comprehension leaped into 
Pebble's eyes. He had been sizing up the young 
stranger who stood with drooping head, and at 
BoUios' words he realized in a flash the explana- 
tion of what had brought him here, hotfoot, to 
seek Frazer. A printed description may seem to 
fit identically two men who are only superficially 
alike, and that was what had happened in this 
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case. The forger had Stone's height, and hnild, 
and coloring, bnt nobody, seeing them together, 
conld ever mistake lum for the ball player. 

"It was s rather clever scheme," pursued the 
detective, "and it might have worked if the 
Bcomidrel hadn't overreached himself. He tried 
to kill two birds with one stone, and that's always 
difficult. He needed the money, and he wanted to 
get rid of a man who knew too mnch." He 
dropped one hand, not unkindly, on the shabby 
man's shoulder. "So, after he'd turned the trick, 
he came at night to George's room, told him what 
he'd done, and warned him to pull out. He even 
gave him ten dollars to get away onl Qenerous 
of him, wasn't itf" The detective grinned sneer- 
ingly; his voice hardened. "They happen to be 
brothers," he finished swiftly, with a glance of 
contempt at Classy. "The name is — ^Robinson 1" 
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I THB END OF THE OAMB 

•tf T*S a liel'* sbonted Bobiiison^"a bladc- 
I mailitig glaiider I " Ke shook his fist 

^ wildly at the detective. ^'YouVe nothing 
bntthewordof ajulbird — a notorioua crook who's 
served two terms np the river. Yon haven't 
a scrap of proof to back np this absnrdity." 

' ' Haven 1 1 ! " retorted Sollins coolly. ' * "Where 
were yon at nine-thirty last night t" 

"In bed," faltered Robinson. "I was tired, 
and went np before nine." 

"And slept till after eight this morning I" came 
in a whisper from behind Pebble. 

He glanced ronnd. Against the wall stood the 
two sisters: Mrs. Bertram, flnshed, startled, her 
eyes brimming with amazed aversion; Miss 
Meredith rigid with a stony horror, her gaze fixed 
on Robinson. 

"What's the nse, Chalmt" suddenly spoke np 
the slim young man. "Why don't yon take yonr 
medicine like a manf He's got yon cold. He 
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bad a dictograph planted under the bnreao, and 
was in the next room all the time." 

"A diet — " The word seemed to choke Classy. 
His face tamed livid as his panio-stricken eyes 
met those of the detective. A shiver ran over 
him. 

"Correct," affirmed Bollina crisply. "When 
George, the Penman, alias Kid Robinson, got out 
two weeks ago I was pretty sore he'd be np to his 
old toioks directiy, so I had him shadowed. When 
he landed in town and took a room on the East 
Side I hired the adjoining one, and installed a dic- 
tograph one day while he was ont It was nnder 
the bnrean, with the wires nmning throngfa a hole 
bored in the walL There was always some one 
at the other end, either one of my assistants or 
myself. It's worth some trouble, yon know, to 
nip these little stonts in the bud." 

He was looking at Beatty now, seeming for the 
moment to ignore the pallid Bobinsou. "Up to 
yesterday I didn't get anything. When I was 
called in about the forgery I thought, of course, 
we'd slipped up some way, until I learned that my 
man was in his room at the time the check was 
cashed. Then I decided there must be an accom- 
plice, and, if there was one, he'd probably show 
up Uiat night. So I was on hand myself with one 
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of my men. When this fellow cune in I got the 
Btirprise of my life. One minnte of their talk told 
me that the two were brothers. Fnrthermore, 
yonr ball player here was responsible for Qeorge 
originally going to the had — ^passed a check 
Oeoige had worked np for fnn to see what he 
could do with his pen. When Oeoige came ont 
this last time he'd decided to tarn straight, and 
all he wanted was money to get to Frisco and live 
on nntil he conld find a job. He asked his brother 
and got turned down hard. I snppoae the man 
thought it was only the beginning of perpetual 
blackmail. Anyhow, he polled off this trick, and 
then came to Oeo^e, told Mm what he'd done — 
thinking he was perfectly safe, of coarse, withont 
witness — and warned him to beat it and never 
come back. It's as nice a case as I*ve ever 
handled. He's tied himself np handsomely. 
He'll go up the river — " 

"It's all a lie I" panted Bobinson frantically. 
"I wasn't there at all! It was some one eLae yon 
heard.'* 

Boiling tnmed on him. **WaB itf Maybe it 
was some one else I saw leaving the room— yoor 
doable, perhaps. You've done for yonreelf, and 
all because you lacked a scrap of human sympathy 
to help the man yoa ruined. Come alcmg," he 
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ordered roughly. "There's a conple of cops wait- 
ing oatside, and IVe wasted too mnoh time al- 
ready." 

He gripped the fellow^a elbow, and Bobinson^ 
limp, shaking, almost in a ooUapse, went without 
resistance. The brother followed, bnt jost out- 
side the door he was seen to paose. 

"One minute, young man," said a bluff, busi- 
nesslike voice, which made Pebble's eyes widen. 
"When you're ready to go to Frisco, come down- 
town and see me. Here's the address. I've been 
done a good tarn by the exposure of your miser- 
able brother. I came up here this morning to 
kick him off the team." 

Old Bliss Stone entered briskly, followed by 
Jim Kelley. At the sight of them Jake Beatty's 
wrath, which had been perilously close to the boil- 
ing point all morning, bubbled over. His face 
tnmed purple. 

"You did, eht" he snarled. "Who in thunder 
are yout And what have you got to say about the 
running of this cinbf " 

"Only the right which goes with the controlling 
interest of stock ownership," answered old Blis- 
ter promptly. 

Beatty puffed out his fat cheeks, laughing de- 
risively. "A likely thing I" he sneered. "I own 
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fifty-five per cent, myaelf. If that ain't the con- 
trol, I'll eat the certificates." 

"It wonid be rather an expensive meal," old 
Bliss said grimly. "You may be down on the 
books for fifty-five per cent of the shares, but yon 
seem to forget those you pledged six weeks ago 
and never redeemed. I suppose yon thon^t yon 
didnt have to do that till just before the next 
directors' meeting. That's where you slipped np. 
I stepped in, and, with the help of my friend Kd- 
ley here — ^who's going to be chief scont of this 
ontfit, by the way — cleaned up everytiiing you 
don't personally hold. It's sixty-two per cent in 
aU. I reckon that gives me a little say-so, don't 
itf " 

Beatty tnmed livid. "It's an outragel" he 
sputtered; "a pnt-np jobl I'll get ont an injimo- 
tionl 111—" He choked as the full hopeless- 
ness of his position seemed to overcome him. 
**Wb-what d'yon want of a ball team, anyhow f" 
he whined. 

"I propose to see my son get an even break anct 
» fair show with other players," retorted Blister. 
He turned to Pebble. "I guess yonll get yonr 
chance now I" He chuckled. " Tbe man who 
manages my team dont play any favorites. I 
won't stand for it" 
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"Bat you're too late, dadl" cried Pebble in 
deep dismay. "TbeyVe sold me to the White 
WingBl*' 

For an instant old Bliss did not seem to com- 
prehend. "Sold yont" he growled. Then the 
fnll meaning of it burst upon him. "Sold you I" 
he roared, his face purpling. "You mean to say 
I've bou^t this team — and you're not on itt 
Who did itt** His eyes ranged around the faces 
to rest fiercely on Frazer's almost beaming ooun* 
tenance. "Was it youf" 

"You're both barking up the wrong tree," the 
manager informed them promptly. "He hasn't 
been sold— yet The White Wings made an offer 
for him over a week ago, and Mr. Beatty wanted 
to accept it, but I held the deal up. So you see 
he's still one of the Wolves." 

Stone heard this almost incredulously. Not 
sold, after alll Still a member of the club! His 
eyes began to glow, and he laughed. Henceforth, 
he suddenly felt sure, he was to be one of the 
reoognized human cogs of the great baseball ma- 
chine. 

He was right And, untrammeled by a meddle- 
some owner, Manager Frazer drove that machine 
at conquering speed, eventually winning not only 
the league pennant bat the championship of the 
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world. How this victory was won and how much 
it cost one great player^ wlio had mounted to the 
zenith of a brilliant baseball career, is narrated 
in "Courtney of the Center Garden," the seventh 
volnme of The Big Leagne Series. 

A touch on Pebble's arm brought him arotind ta 
face Hermia Meredith. Her Hds drooped, her 
cheeks were flashed, her voice was low and embar- 
rassed. 

"Please take as out to the taxi," she reqneated 
in a whisper. 

' ' Great Scott I — of coarse, * ' he exclaimed, 
stricken at his forgetfnlness. "I beg yoor par- 
don for not thinking of it before." 

He escorted her ont into the corridor, Mrs. Ber- 
tram accompanying them. Their progress to the 
street was a sUent one. He wanted to say some- 
thing, bat it was difficult to find words for a girl 
who had jnst experienced sncb a painfnl awaken- 
ing. Miss Meredith was the one b^ break the 
spell. 

"It's dreadfnll" she said suddenly, in a low 
tone. "Fancy having a friend like that — a for- 
ger I" 

"Friendl" siud Pebble eagerly. "Is that allt 
Why, I thought yon were — engaged t" 

She stopped and looked at him in displeased as- 
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tonishmeDi "Engaged?" she echoed. "Never I 
I did like him, but— What made yoa ever imag- 
ine such athingf" 

Pebble flnshed, a sudden sparkle in Iiia eyes. 
"Laura Beld said something— and, besides, he 
had yonr photograph in his watch. I knew 70a 
never — " 

"M7 photograph in his watdil" Her tone ex- 
pressed astonishment and indignation. "I never 
heard of such a thing! He mnst have stolen it. 
I missed one a long time ago. No one pays atten- 
tion to anything Laara Beid says," she added, as 
a sort of afterthought. 

Having helped them into the cab, Pebble set 
one foot on the step and leaned through the open 
door. 

"And then," he said deliberately, "there was 
the way you turned me down the last time we 
met" 

A faint smile hovered about Miss Meredith's 
lips. "Don't yon think you deserved itf" she 
countered composedly. ' * Did you expect me to be 
friendly after the manner in which yoa cut me for 
a year or moret" 

Pebble's face grew radiant "Say, Hermia, 
will you be home to-nightl" he asked. 

For a mranent Miss Meredith idly contemplated 
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a passiiig dray. The color deepened in her face — 
to the eyes of Gifford Stone the loveliest face in 
all th« world. 

"Yon 3nigbt call and see," she answered almost 
in a whisper. 
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